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LETTER     LV. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Silleri,  Jan.  16. 

SO,  my  dear,  we  went  on  too  faft,  it 
feems  :  Sir  George  was  fo  obliging  as 
to  fettle  all  without  waiting  for  Emily's 
confent  •,  not  having  fuppofed  her  refufal 
Vol.  II.  B  to 
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to  be  in  the  chapter  of  poflibilities :  after 
having  communicated  their  plan  of  ope- 
rations to  me  as  an  affair  fettled,  papa  was 
difpatched,  as  Sir  George's  ambaffador, 
to  inform  Emily  of  his  gracious  intentions 
in  her  favor. 

She  received  him  with  proper  dignity, 
and  like  a  girl  of  true  fpirit  told  him, 
that  as  the  delay  was  originally  from  Sir 
George,  fhe  mould  infift  on  obfervingr  the 
conditions  very  exactly,  and  was  deter- 
mined to  wait  till  fpring,  whatever  might 
be  the  contents  of  Mrs.  Clayton's  ex- 
pected letter  -,  referving  to  herfelf  alfo  the 
privilege  of  refufing  him  even  then,  if 
upon  mature  deliberation  fhe  mould  think 
proper  fo  to  do. 

She  has  further  infilled,  that  till  that 
time  he  fhall  leave  Silleri  •,  take  up  his 
abode  at  Quebec,  uniefs,  which  me  thinks 
mod  advifeable,  he  mould  return  to  Mon- 
treal for  the  winter;  and  never  attempt 
feeing  her  without  witnefles,  as  their  pre- 

fent 
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fent  fituation  is  particularly  delicate,  and 
that  whilft  it  continues  they  can  have 
nothing  to  fay  to  each  other  which  their 
common  friends  may  not  with  propriety 
hear :  all  fhe  can  be  prevailed  on  to  con- 
fent  to  in  his  favor,  is  to  allow  him  en  at* 
tendant  to  vifit  here  like  any  other  gentle- 
man. 

I  wifh  me  would  fend  him  back  to  Mon- 
treal, for  I  fee  plainly  he  will  fpoil  all  our 
little  parties. 

Emily  is  a  fine  girl,  Lucy,  and  I  am 
friends  with  her  again  -,  fo,  my  dear,  I  fhall 
revive  my  coterie,  and  be  happy  two  or 
three  months  longer.  I  have  fent  to  afk  my 
two  fweet  fellows  at  Quebec  to  dine  here  : 
I  really  long  to  fee  them ;  I  fhall  let  them 
into  the  prefent  Hate  of  affairs  here,  for 
they  both  defpife  Sir  George  as  much  as  I 
do ;  the  creature  looks  amazingly  foolifh, 
and  I  enjoy  his  humiliation  not  a  little : 
fuch  an  animal  to  fet  up  for  being  beloved 
indeed!  O  to  be  fure! 

B  2  Emily 
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Emily  has  fent  for  me  to  her  apartment. 
Adieu  for  a  moment. 

Eleven  o'clock. 

She  has  fhewn  me  Mrs.  Melmoth's  let- 
ter on  the  fubject  of  concluding  the  mar- 
riage immediately :  it  is  in  the  true  fpirit 
of  family  impertinence.  She  writes  with 
the  kind  difcreet  infolence  of  a  relation  -, 
and  Emily  has  anfwered  her  with  the  ge- 
nuine fpirit  of  an  independent  English- 
woman, who  is  fo  happy  as  to  be  her  own 
miftrefs,  and  who  is  therefore  determined 
to  think  for  herfelf. 

She  has  refufed  going  to  Montreal  at  all 
this  winter;  and  has  hinted,  though  not 
impolitely,  that  fhe  wants  no  guardian  of 
her  conduct  but  herfelf;  adding  a  compli- 
ment to  my  ladyfhip's  difcretion  fo  very 
civil,  it  is  impoffible  for  me  to  repeat  it 
with  decency. 

O  Heavens ! 
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O  Heavens!  your  brother  and  Fitz- 
gerald !  I  fly.  The  dear  creatures !  my  life 
has  been  abfolute  vegetation  fince  they 
abfcnted  themfelves. 

Adieu !  my  dear, 

Your  faithful 

A.  Fermor. 


LETTER     LVI. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Silleri,  Jan.  24. 

WE  have  the  fame  parties  and  amufe- 
ments  we  ufed  to  have,  my  dear, 
but  there  is  by  no  means  the  fame  fpirit  in 
them-,  conftraint  and  dullnefs  feem  to  have 
taken  the  place  of  that  fweet  vivacity  and 
confidence  which  made  our  little  fociety  fo 
B  3  pleafing: 
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pleafing :  this  odious  man  has  infected 
us  all  j  he  fcems  rather  a  fpy  on  our  plea- 
sures than  a  partaker  of  them  \  he  is  more 
an  antidote   to  joy  than   a   tall   maiden 

aunt. 

I  wifh  he  would  go;  I  fay  fpontaneoufly 
every  time  I  fee  him,  without  confidering  I 
am  impolite,  "  La !  Sir  George,  when  do 

you  go  to  Montreal?"  He  reddens,  and 
gives  me  a  peevifh  anfwer  \  and  I  then,  and 
not  before,  recollect  how  very  impertinent 
die  queftion  is. 

But  pray,  my  dear,  becaufe  he  has  no 
tafte  for  focial  companionable  life,  has  he 
therefore  a  right  to  damp  the  fpirit  of  it  in 
ihofe  that  have  ?  I  intend  to  confult  fome 
learned  cafuift  on  this  head. 

He  takes  amazing  pains  to  pleafe  in  his 
way,  is  curled,  powdered,  perfumed,  and 
exhibits  every  day  in  a  new  fuit  of  em- 
broidery j  but  with  all  this,  has  the  mortifi- 
cation 
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cation  to  fee  your  brother  pleafe  more  in  a 
plain  coat.     I  am  lazy.     Adieu ! 

Yours,  ever  and  ever, 

A.  Fermor. 


LETTER       LVII. 

To  John  Temple,  Efqj  Pall  Mall. 

Jan.  25. 

SO  you  intend,  my  dear  Jack,  to  marry 
when  you  are  quite  tired  of  a  life  of 
gallantry  :  the  lady  will  be  much  obliged 
to  you  for  a  heart,  the  refufe  of  half  the 
proftitutes  in  town-,  a  heart,  the  beft  feel- 
ings of  which  will  be  entirely  obliterated  $ 
a  heart  hardened  by  a  long  commerce 
with  the  mod  unworthy  of  the  fex  •,  and 
which  will  bring  difguft,  fufpicion,  cokl- 
nefs,  and  depravity  of  tafte,  to  the  bofonv 
of  fenfibility  and  innocence. 

B4  For 
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For  my  own  part,  though  fond  of  wo- 
men to  the  greater!:  degree,  I  have  had, 
confidering  my  profeflion  and  complex- 
ion, very  few  intrigues.  I  have  always 
had  an  idea  I  fhould  fome  time  or  other 
marry,  and  have  been  unwilling  to  bring 
to  a  ftate  in  which  I  hoped  for  happinefs 
from  mutual  affection,  a  heart  worn  out 
by  a  courfe  of  gallantries  :  to  a  contrary 
conduct  is  owing  mod  of  our  unhappy 
marriages  -,  the  woman  brings  with  her 
all  her  flock  of  tendernefs,  truth,  and 
affection;  the  man's  is  exhaufted  before 
they  meet :  me  finds  the  generous  deli- 
cate tendernefs  of  her  foul,  not  only 
unreturned,  but  unobferved-,  fhe  fancies 
fome  other  woman  the  object  of  his 
affedtion,  fhe  is  unhappy,  fhe  pines  in 
fecret;  he  obferves  her  difcontent,  accufes 
her  of  caprice;  and  her  portion  is  wretch- 
ednefs  for  life. 

If  I  did  not  ardently  wifh  your  happi- 
nefs, I  mould  not  thus  repeatedly  combat 
a  prejudice,  which,  as  you  have  fenfibility, 

will 
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will  infallibly  make  the  greater  part  of 
your  life  a  fcene  of  infipidity  and  regret. 

You  are  right,  Jack,  as  to  the  favages ; 
the  only  way  to  civilize  them  is  Mo  feminize 
their  women  ;  but  the  tafk  is  rather  diffi- 
cult :  at  prefent  their  manners  differ  in  no- 
thing from  thofe  of  the  men ;  they  even 
add  to  the  ferocity  of  the  latter. 

You  defire  to  know  the  ftate  of  my 
heart:  excufeme,  Jack;  you  know  nothing 
of  love  ;  and  we  who  do,  never  difcloie  it's 
myfteries  to  the  prophane:  befides,  I  al- 
ways choofe  a  female  for  the  confidante  of 
my  fentiments  ;  I  hate  even  to  fpeak  of 
love  to  one  of  my  own  fex. 

Adieu  I  I  am  going  a  party  with  half  a 
dozen  ladies,  and  have  not  another  minute 
to  fpare, 

Yours, 

Ejd,  Rivers? 

B5  LET- 
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LETTER     LVIII. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,   Clarges  Street. 

Jan.  28. 

I  EVERY  hour,  my  dear,  grow  more  in 
love  with  French  manners  ->  there  is 
fomething  charming  in  being  young  and 
fprightly  all  one's  life :  it  would  appear 
abfurd  in  England  to  hear,  what  I  have 
juft  heard,  a  fat  virtuous  lady  of  feventy 
toaft  Love  and  Opportunity  to  a  young  fel- 
low :  but  'tis  nothing  here  :  they  dance 
too  to  the  laft  gafp ;  I  have  feen  the 
daughter,  mother,  and  grand -daughter, 
in  the  fame  French  country  dance. 

They  are  perfectly  right ;  and  I  honor 
them  for  their  good  fenfe  and  fpirit,  in  de- 
termining to  make  life  agreeable  as  long 
as  they  can. 

A  propos  to  age,  I  am  refolved  to  go 
home,  Lucyj  I  have  found  three  grey 

hairs 
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Hairs  this  morning  •,  they  tell  me  'tis  com- 
mon ;  this  vile  climate  is  at  war  with  beau- 
ty, makes  one's  hair  grey,  and  one's  hands 
red.     I  won't  ftay  abfolutely; 

Do  you  know  there  is  a  very  pretty 
fellow  here,  Lucy,  Captain  Howard,  who 
has  taken  a  fancy  to  make  people  believe 
he  and  I  are  on  good  terms?  He  affects 
to  fit  by  me,  to  dance  with  me,  to  whif- 
per  nothing  to  me,  to  bow  with  an  air  of 
myflery,  and  to  mew  me  all  the  little  at- 
tentions of  a  lover  in  public,  though  he 
never  yet  faid  a  civil  thing  to  me  when 
we  were  alone. 

I  was  {landing  with  him  this  morning 
near  the  brow  of  the  hill,  leaning  againft  a 
tree  in  the  funmine,  and  looking  down  the 
precipice  below,  when  I  faid  fomething 
of  the  lover's  leap,  and  in  play,  as  you  will 
fuppofe,  made  a  ftep  forwards  :  we  had 
been  talking  of  indifferent  things,  his  air 
was  till  then  indolence  itfelf  j  but  on  this 
B  6  little 
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little  motion  of  mine,  though  there  was 
not  the  leaft  danger,  he  with  the  utmoft 
feeming  eagernefs  catched  hold  of  me  as  if 
alarmed  at  the  very  idea,  and  with  the 
moil  pafiionate  air  protefted  his  life  de- 
pended on  mine,  and  that  he  would  not 
live  an  hour  after  me.  I  looked  at  him 
with  aftonifhment,  not  being  able  to  com- 
prehend the  meaning  of  this  fudden  flight, 
when  turning  my  head,  I  faw  a  gentleman 
and  lady  clofe  behind  us,  whom  he  had 
obferved  though  I  had  not.  They  were 
retiring  :  "  Pray  approach,  my  dear  Ma- 
"  dam,"  faid  I  ->  "  we  have  no  fecrets, 
<c  this  declaration  was  intended  for  you 
c  to  hear ;  we  were  talking  of  the  weather 
"  before  you  came." 

He  affected  to  fmile,  though  I  faw  he 
was  mortified  •,  but  as  his  fmile  mewed 
the  fineft  teeth  imaginable  I  forgave  him : 
he  is  really  very  handfome,  and  'tis  pity 
he  has  this  foolifh  quality  of  preferring 
the  fhadow  to  the  fubftance. 

I  mail. 
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I  mall,  however,  defire  him  to  flirt  elfe- 
where,  as  this  badinage,  however  innocent, 
may  hurt  my  character,  and  give  pain  to 
my  little  Fitzgerald :  I  believe  I  begin  to 
love  this  fellow,,  becaufe  I  begin  to  be 
delicate  on  the  fubject  of  flirtations,  and 
feel  my  fpirit  of  coquetry  decline  every 
day. 

29th* 

Mrs.  Clayton  has  wrote,  my  dear  •,  and, 
has  at  lad  condefcended  to  allow  Emily 
the  honor  of  being  her  daughter-in-law^ 
in '  confideration  of  her  fon's  happinefs, 
and  of  engagements  entered  into  with  her 
own  confent  •,  though  fhe  very  prudently 
obferves,  that  what  was  a  proper  match 
for  Captain  Clayton  is  by  no  means  fo  for 
Sir  George  •,  and  talks  fomething  of  an 
offer  of  a  citizen's  daughter  with  fifty 
thoufand  pounds,  and  the  promife  of  an 
Irifh  title.  She  has,  however,  obferved 
that  indifcreet  engagements  are  better 
broke  than  kept. 

Sir 
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Sir  George  has  fhewn  the  letter,  a  very, 
indelicate  one  in  my.  opinion,  to  my 
father  and  me  ->  and  has  talked  a  great 
deal  of  nonfenfe  on ;  the  fubjecl:.  He  wants 
to  mew  it  to  Emily,.,  and  I  advife  him  to 
it,  becaufe  I  know  the  effect  it  will  have* 
I  fee  plainly  he  wifhes  to  make  a  great 
merit  of  keeping  his  engagement,  if  he 
does  keep  it :  he  hinted  a  little  fear  of: 
breaking  her  heart  -9  and  I  am  convinced 
if  he  thought  Ihe  could  furvive-  his  infi- 
delity, all  his  tendernefs  and  conflancy 
would  cede  to  filial  duty  and  a  coronet/ 

Eleven  o'clock. 
After,  much  deliberation,  Sir  George 
has  determined  to  write  to  Emily,  inclofe 
his  mother's  letter,  and  call  in  the  after- 
noon to  enjoy  the  triumph  of  his  genero- 
fity  in  keeping  his. engagement,  when  it 
is  in  his  power  to  do  fo  much  better  :  'tis 
a  pretty  plan,  and  I  encourage  him  in  it  $ 
my  father,  who  wiflies  the. match,  fhrugs 
his  moulders,  and  frowns  at  me  $  but  the 

little 
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little  man  is  fixed  as  fate  in  his  refolve,  and 
is  writing  at  this  moment  in  my  father's 
apartment.  I  long  to  fee  his  letter;  I 
dare  fay  it  will  be  a  curiofity  :  'tis  fhort9 
however,  for  he  is  coming  out  of  the  room 
already. 

Adieu  !  my  father  calls  for  this  letter  3 
it  is  to  go  in  one  of  his  to  New  York,  and 
the  perfon  who  takes  it  waits  for  it  at  the 
door. 

Ever  yours, 

AA  Fermor. 


LET- 
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LETTER      LIX. 
To  Mifs  Montague,    at-  Silleri, 

Dear  Madam^    . 

I  Send  you  the  inclofed  from  my  mother: 
I  thought  it  neceffary  you  mould  fee  it, 
though  not  even  a  mother's  wifhes  mail 
ever  influence  me  to  break  thofe  engage- 
ments which  I  have  had  the  happlnefs  of 
entering  intb  with  the  moft  charming  of 
women,  and  which  a.  man  of  honor  ought 
to  hold  i acred. 

I  do  not  think  happlnefs  intirely  depen- 
dent on  rank  or  fortune,  and  have  only  to 
wifh  my  mother's  fentiments  on  this  fub- 
ject  more  agreeable  to  my  own, .  as  there 
is  nothing  I  fo  much  wifh  as  to  oblige  her  : 
at  all  events,  however,  depend  on  my  fuL 
filling  thofe  promifes,  which  ought  to  be 

the. 
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the  more  binding,  as  they  were  made  it  a 
time  when  our  fituations  v/ere  more  eq.ial, 

I  am  happy  in  an  opportunity  of  con 
vincing  you  and  the  world,  that  intereft 
and  ambition  have  no  power  over  my 
heart,  when  put  in  competition  with  what 
I  owe  to  my  engagements  -,  being  with  the 
greateft  truth, 

My  deareft  Madam, 

Yours,  &c. 

G,  Clayton* 


You  will  do  me  the  honor  to  name  the 
day  to  make  me  happy, 


LET- 
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LETTER      LX. 

To  Sir  George  Clayton,  at  Quebec 

Dear  Sir, 

IHave  read  Mrs.  Clayton's  letter  with 
attention  -9  and  am  of  her  opinion,  that 
indifcreet  engagements-  are  better  broke 
than  kept. 


*o~»' 


I  have  the  lefs  reafon  to  take  ill  your 
breaking  the  kind  of  engagement  between, 
us  at  the  defire  of  your  family,  as  I  en- 
tered into  it  at  firft  entirely  in  compliance 
with  mine.  I  have  ever  had  the  fincereft 
cfteem  and  friendfhip  for  you,  but  never 
that  romantic  love  which  hurries  us  to. 
forget  all  but  itfelf:  I  have  therefore  no. 
reafon  to  expect  in  you  the  imprudent, 
difintereftednefs  that  paflion  occaiions. 


A.  fuller, 
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A  fuller  explanation  is  nece/Tary  on 
this  fubject  than  it  is  poflible  to  enter  into 
in  a  letter  :  if  you  will  favor  us  with  your 
company  this  afternoon  at  Silleri,  we  may 
explain  our  fentiments  more  clearly  to  each 
other:  be  afTured,  I  never  will  prevent 
your  complying  in  every  inftance  with  the 
wiihes  of  fo  kind  and  prudent  a  mother. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your  affectionate  friend 

and  obedient  fervant* 

Emily  Montagus. 


LETTER     LXI. 

To  Mils  Rivers,  Clarges  Street, 

IHave  been  with  Emily,  who  has  been 
reading  Mrs.  Clayton's  letter  •,  I  faw 
joy  fparkle  in  her  eyes  as  fhe  went  on, 
her  little  heart  feemed  to  flutter  with  tran- 
fport  j  I  fee  two  things  very  clearly,  one 
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of  which  is,  that  fhe  never  loved  this  little 
infipid  Baronet;  the  other  I  leave  your 
fagacity  to  find  out.  All  the  fpirit  of  her 
countenance  is  returned:  fhe  walks  in  air; 
her  cheeks  have  the  bluih  of  pleafure ;  I 
never  faw  fo  a'ftonifhins;  a  change.  I  never 
•felt  more  joy  from  the  acquisition  of  a  new 
lover,  than  fhe  feems  to  find  tri  the  profpeffc 
of  lofing  an  old  one. 

She  has  written  to  Sir  George,  and  in  a 
flyle  that  I  know  will  hurt  him ;  for  though 
I  believe  he  wifhes  her  to  give  him  up,  yet 
his  vanity  would  defire  it  mould  coft  her 
very  dear  3  and  appear  the  effort  of  dif- 
interefted  love,  and  romantic  generality, 
not  what  it  really  is,  the  effect  of  the  moft 
tranquil  and  perfect  indifference. 

By  the  way,  a  difinterefted  miftrefs  is, 
according  to  my  ideas,  a  miftrefs  who. 
fancies  fhe  loves :  we  may  talk  what  we 
pleafe,  at  a  diftance,  of  facrificing  the 
dear  man  to  his  interefl,  and  promoting 

his 


EMILY    MONTAGUE.     21 

his  happinefs  by  deftroying  our  own  ;  but 
when  it  comes  to  the  point,  I  am  rather 
inclined  to  believe  all  women  are  of  my 
way  of  thinking-,  and  let  me  die  if  I 
would  give  up  a  man  I  loved  to  the  firfl 
duchefs  in  Chriftendom  :  'tis  all  mighty- 
well  in  theory;  but  for  the  practical  part, 
let  who  will  believe  it  for  Bell. 

Indeed  when  a  woman  finds  her  lover 
inclined  to  change,  'tis  good  to  make  a 
virtue  of  neceffity,  and  give  the  thing  a 
fen ti mental  turn,  which  gratifies  his  vani- 
ty, and  does  not  wound  one's  own. 

Adieu  !  I  fee  Sir  George  and  his  fine 
carriole  -,  I  mufl  run,  and  tell  Emily. 

Ever  yours, 

A.  FermorJ 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER      LXII. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Jan.  23* 

YE  S,  my  Lucy,  your  brother  tenderly 
regrets  the  abfence  of  a  filler  en- 
deared to  him  much  more  by  her  amiable 
qualities  than  by  blood  •,  who  would  be 
the  object  of  his  efteem  and  admiration, 
if  me  was  not  that  of  his  fraternal  tender- 
nefs  ;  who  has  all  the  blooming  graces, 
fimplicity,  and  innocence  of  nineteen, 
with  the  accompiifhments  and  underftand- 
ing  of  five  and  twenty  -,  who  joins  the 
fcrength  of  mind  fo  often  confined  to  our 
fex,  to  the  foftnefs,  delicacy,  and  vivacity 
of  her  own  -,  who,  in  fliort,  is  all  that  is 
efrimable  and  lovely  ;  and  who,  except 
one,  is  the  moft  charming  of  her  fex : 
you  will   forgive  the  exception,    Lucy : 

perhaps 


EMILY   MONTAGUE.     23 

perhaps    no   man  but   a  brother  would 
make  it. 

My  fvveet  Emily  appears  every  day 
more  amiable  •,  fhe  is  now  in  the  full 
tyranny  of  her  charms,  at  the  age  when 
the  mind  is  improved,  and  the  perfon 
in  its  perfection.  I  every  day  fee  in  her 
more  indifference  to  her  lover,  a  cir- 
cumftance  which  gives  me  a  pleafure 
which  perhaps  it  ought  not :  there  is  a 
felfimnefs  in  it,  for  which  I  am  afraid  I 
ought  to  blufh. 

You  judge  perfectly  well,  my  dear,  in 
checking  the  natural  vivacity  of  your 
temper,  however  pleafing  it  is  to  all  who 
converfe  with  you  :  coquetry  is  dangerous 
to  Englifh  women,  becaufe  they  have 
fenfibility  -,  it  is  more  fuited  to  the  French, 
who  are  naturally  fomething  of  the  fala- 
mander  kind. 

I  have  this  moment  a  note  from  Bell 
Fermor,  that  ihe  mull  fee  me  this  inilant. 

I  hope 
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I  hope  my  Emily  is  well :  Heaven  pre- 
ferve  the  moft  perfect  of  all  its  works  ! 

Adieu  !  my  dear  girl. 

Your  affectionate 

Ed*  Rivers, 


LETTER      LXIII. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Feb.  i, 


w 


E  have  parled  three  or  four  droll 
days,  my  dear.  Emily  perfifts  in 
relblving  to  break  with  Sir  George  ;  he 
thinks  it  decent  to  combat  her  refblution, 
left  he  mould  lofe  the  praife  of  generofity : 
he  is  alfo  piqued  to  fee  her  give  him  up 
with  fuch  perfect  compofure,  though  I  am 
convinced  he  will  not  be  forry  upon  the 
whole  to  be  given  up ;  he  has,  from  the 
2  firft 
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firft  receipt  of  the  letter,  plainly  wiflied 
her  to  refign  him,  but  hoped  for  a  few 
faintings  and  tears,  as  a  facrifke  to  his  va- 
aity  on  the  occafion. 

My  father  is  fetting  every  engine  at 
work  to  make  things  up  again,  fup- 
pofing  Emily  to  have  determined  from 
pique,  not  from  the  real  feelings  of  her 
heart :  he  is  frighted  to  death  left  \ 
fhould  counterwork  him,  and  fo  jealous 
of  my  advifing  her  to  continue  a  conduct 
he  fo  much  difapproves,  that  he  won't 
leave vus  a  moment  together;  he  even 
obferves  carefully  that  each  goes  into 
her  refpe&ive  apartment  when  we  retire  to 
bed. 

This  jealoufy  has  ftarted  an  idea  which 
I  think  will  amufe  us,  and  which  I  fhali 
take  the  firft  opportunity  of  communicat- 
ing to  Emily ;  'tis  to  write  each  other  at 
night  our  fentiments  on  whatever  pades  in 
the  day  :  if  fhe  approves  the  plan,  I  will 
fend  you  the  letters,  which  will  fave  me 

Vol.  II.  C  a  greac 
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a  great  deal  of  trouble  in  telling  you  all 
our  petit es  hiftoires. 

This  fcheme  will  have  another  advan- 
tage ,  we  fhall  be  a  thoufand  times  more 
fincere  and  open  to  each  other  by  letter 
than  face  to  face ;  I  have  long  feen  by  her 
eyes  that  the  little  fool  has  twenty  things 
to  fay  to  me,  but  has  not  courage ,  now 
letters  you  know,  my  dear, 

"  Excufe  the  blufh,  and  pour  out  all 
"  the  heart." 
Befides,  it  will  be  fo  romantic  and  pretty, 
almoft  as  agreeable  as  a  love  affair :  I  long 
to  begin  the  correfpondence. 

Adieu  ! 

Yours, 

A.  Fermor. 


LET- 


emily  montague.  27 
Letter     lxiv. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Quebec,  Feb,  5. 

I  Have  but  a  moment,  my  Lucy,  to  tell 
you,  my  divine  Emily  has  broke  with 
her  lover,  who  this  morning  took  an  eter- 
nal leave  of  her,  and  fet  out  for  Montreal 
in  his  way  to  New  York,  whence  he  pro- 
pofes  to  embark  for  England. 

My  fenfations  on  this  occafion  are  not 
to  be  defcribed  :  I  admire  that  amiable 
delicacy  which  has  influenced  her  to  give 
up  every  advantage  of  rank  and  fortune 
which  could  tempt  the  heart  of  woman, 
rather  than  unite  herfelf  to  a  man  for 
whom  (he  felt  the  lead  degree  of  indiffe- 
rence -,  and  this,  without  regarding  the 
cenfures  of  her  family,  or  of  the  world, 
C  2.  bv 
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by  whom,  what  they  will  call  her  impru- 
dence, will  never  be  forgiven  :  a  woman 
who  is  capable  of  acting  fo  nobly,  is  worthy 
of  being  beloved,  of  being  adored,  by 
every  man  who  has  a  foul  to  diftinguifh 
her  perfections. 

If  I  was  a  vain  man,  I  might  perhaps 
fancy  her  regard  for  me  had  fome  mare  in 
determining  her  conduct,  but  I  am  con- 
vinced of  the  contrary  ;  'tis  the  native  de- 
licacy of  her  foul  alone,  incapable  of  form- 
ing an  union  in  which  the  heart  has  no 
fhare,  which,  independent  of  any  other 
confideration,  has  been  the  caufe  of  a  re- 
folution  fo  worthy  of  herfelf. 

That  fhe  has  the  tendered  affection  for 
me,  I  cannot  doubt  one  moment ;  her  at- 
tention is  too  flattering  to  be  unobferved  ; 
but  'tis  that  kind  of  affection  in  which 
the  mind  alone  is  concerned.  I  never 
gave  her  the  moft  diflant  hint  that  I  loved 
her:  in  her  fituation,  it  would  have  been 
«ren  an  outrage  to  have  done  fo.  She 
6  knows 
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knows  the  narrownefs  of  my  circumftan- 
ces,  and  how  near  impoffible  it  is  for  me 
to  marry  -,  fhe  therefore  could  not  have 
an  idea— no,  my  dear  girl,  'tis  not  to 
love,  but  to  true  delicacy,  that  fhe  has 
facrificed  avarice  and  ambition  •,  and  fhe 
is  a  thoufand  times  the  more  eft  unable 
from  this  circumftance, 

I  am  interrupted.   You  mail  hear  from 
me  in  a  few  days. 

Adieu  ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers. 


C 1  LET- 
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LETTER      LXV, 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Silleri,  Feb.  ie, 

IHave  mentioned  my  plan  to  Emily, 
who  is  charmed  with  it  *  'tis  a  pretty 
evening  amufement  for  two  folitary  girls 
in  the  country. 

Behold  the  firft  fruits  of  our  correfpon* 
dence : 


t( 


To  Mifs  Fe  r  mor. 


11  It  is  not  to  you,  my  dear  girl,  I  need 
M  vindicate  my  conduct  in  regard  to  Sir 
•'  George  ;  you  have  from  the  firft  ap-. 
"  proved  it  •,  you  have  even  advifed  it. 
"  If  I  have  been  to  blame,  'tis  in  having 
I*  too  long  delayed  an  explanation  on  a 

"  point 
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point  of  fuch  importance  to  us  both. 
I  have  been  long  on  the  borders  of  a 
precipice,  without  courage  to  retire 
from  fo  dangerous  a  fituation :  overborne 
by  my  family,  I  have  been  near  marry- 
ing a  man  for  whom  I  have  not  the  lean: 
tendernefs,  and  whofe  converfation  is 
even  now  tedious  to  me. 


,;  My  dear  friend,  we  were  not  formed 
•"  for  each  other  :  our  minds  have  not  the 
'c  lead  refemblance.  Have  you  not  ob- 
44  ferved,  that,  when  I  have  timidly  ha- 
M  warded  my  ideas  on  the  delicacy  necef- 
"  fary  to  keep  love  alive  in  marriage,  and 
M  the  difficulty  of  preferving  the  heart  of 
"  the  object  beloved  in  fo  intimate  an 
*?  union,  he  has  indolently  afTented,  with 
44  a  coldnefs  not  to  be  defcribed,  to  fen- 
44  timents  which  it  is  plain  from  his  man- 
44  ner  he  did  not  underftand  ;  whilft  ano- 
*  thery  not  interefted  in  the  converfation, 
44  has,,  by  his  countenance,  by  the  fire  of 
44  his  eyes,  by  looks  more  eloquent  than 
C  4  "  all 
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*  all  language,    fhewed  his  foul  was  of 
"  intelligence  with  mine  ! 

"  A  ftrong  fenfe  of  the  force  of  engage- 
kC  ments  entered  into  with  my  confent, 
'fc  though  not  the  effect  of  my  free,  unbi- 

*  affed  choice,  and  the  fear  of  making 
u  Sir  George,  by  whom  I  fuppofed  my- 
"  ielf  beloved,  unhappy,  have  thus  long 

■  prevented  my  refolving  to  break  with 
"c  him  for  ever  •,  and  though  I  could  not 
'*  bring  myfelf  to  marry  him,  I  found 
"  myfelf  at  the  fame  time  incapable  of 
"  ailiiming  fufficient  refolution  to  tell  him 
**  io,  'till  his  mother's  letter  gave  me  ib 
M  happy  an  occafion. 

**  There  is  no  faying  what  tranfport  I 
*'  feel  in  being  freed  from  the  infupport- 
44  able  yoke  of  this  engagement,  which 
u  has  long  fat  heavy  on  my  heart,  and 
"  fufpended  the  natural  chearfulnefs  of 
"  my  temper. 

"  Yes, 
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"  Yes,  my  dear,  your  Emily  has  been 
"  wretched,  without  daring  to  confeis  it 
m  even  to  you  :  I  was  afhamed  of  owning 
"  I  had  entered  into  fuch  engagements 
u  with  a  man  whom  I  had  never  loved,. 
"  though  I  had  for  a  fliort  time  miftaken 
"  efteem  for  a  greater  degree  of- affection 
<c  than  my  heart  ever  really  knew.  How 
"fatal,  my  dear  Bell,  is  this  miftake  to 
66  half  our  fex,  and  how  happy  am  I  to 
u  have  difcovered  mine  in  time ! 

w  I  have  fcarce  yet  allied  myfelf  what  I 
**  intend  ;  but  I  think  it  will  be  mod  pru- 
"  dent  to  return  to  England  in  the  firft 
ifc  fhip,  and  retire  to  a  relation  of  my  mo- 
4t  ther's  in  the  country,  where  I  can  live 
'*  with  decency  on  my  little  fortune, 

M  Whatever  is  my  fate,  no  fituation  can 
c<  be  equally  unhappy  with  that  of  being 
ci  wife  to  a  man  for  whom  I  have  not 
"  even  the  (lighted  friendfhip  orefreem, 
lt  for  whofe  convention  I  have  not  the 
4t  kafv  taile,  and  who,  if  I  know  him, 
C  5  "  wcuH 
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<c  would  for  ever  think  me  under  an  obli- 
gation to  him  for  marrying  me. 


<; 


"  I  have  the  pleafure  to  fee  I  give  no 
ct  pain  to  his  heart,  by  a  flep  which  has 
"  relieved  mine  from  mifery  :  his  feelings 
t  are  thofe  of  wounded  vanity,  not  of  love,. 

!' Adieu!  Your 

"  Emily  Montacue." 


I  have  no  patience  with  relations, 
Lucy  ;  this  fweet  girl  has  been  two  years 
wretched  under  the  bondage  her  uncle's 
avarice  (for  he  forefaw  Sir  George's  ac- 
quifition,  though  fhe  did  not)  prepared 
for  her.  Parents  mould  choofe  our  com- 
pany, but  never  even  pretend  to  direct 
our  choice  ;  if  they  take  care  we  converfe 
with  men  of  honour  only,  'tis  impoffible 
we  can  choofe  amifs :  a  conformity  of 
iafte  and  fentiment  alone  can  make  mar- 
riage 
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riage  happy,  and  of  that  none  but  the  par- 
ties concerned  can  judge. 

By  the  way,  I  think  long  engagements, 
even  between  perfons  who  love,  extremely 
unfavourable  to  happinefs  :  it  is  certainly 
right  to  be  long  enough  acquainted  to 
know  fomething  of  each  other's  temper  -, 
but  'tis  bad  to  let  the  firft  fire  burn  out 
before  we  come  together  •,  and  when  we 
have  once  refolved,  I  have  no  notion  of 
delaying  a  moment. 

If  I  mould  ever  confent  to  marry  Fitz- 
gerald, and  he  mould  not  fly  for  a  licence 
before  I  had  finimed  the  fentence,  I  would 
difmifs  him  if  there  was  not  another  lover 
to  be.  had  in  Canada. 

Adieu  ! 

Your  faithful L 

A.  Fermor. 


G  6  My. 
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My  Emily  is  now  free  as  air  ;  a  fweet 
little  bird  efcaped  from  the  gilded 
cage.  Are  you  not  glad  of  it, 
Lucy  ?     I  am  amazingly. 


LETTER      LXVL 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Quebec,  Feb.  n. 

WOULD  one  think  it  poflible, 
Lucy,  that  Sir  George  mould 
confole  hrmfelf  for  the  lofs  of  all  that  is 
lovely  in  woman,  by  the  fordid  profpecl 
of  acquiring,  by  an  interefled  marriage,  a 
little  more  of  that  wealth  of  v/hich  he  has 
already  much  more  than  he  can  either  en- 
joy or  become  ?  By  what  wretched  mo- 
tives are  half  mankind  influenced  in  the 
moft  important  action  of  their  lives  ! 

The 
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The  vulgar  of  every  rank  expert  happi- 
nefs  where  it  is  not  to  be  found,  in  the 
ideal  advantages  of  fplendor  and  diflipa- 
tion  •,  thofe  who  dare  to  think,  thofe 
minds  who  partake  of  the  celeftial  fire, 
feek  it  in  the  real,  folid  pleailires  of  nature 
and  loft  affection.. 

I  have  ieen  my  lovely  Emily  fince  I 
wrote  to  you  •,  I  mail  not  fee  her  again: 
of  fome  days  ;  I  do  not  intend  at  prefent 
to  make  my  vifits  to  Silleri  fo  frequent  as 
I  have  done  lately,  left  the  world,  ev^er 
ftudious  to  blame,  mould  mifconftrue 
her  conduct  on  this  very  delicate  oc- 
cafion.  I  am  even  afraid  to  fhew  my 
ufual  attention  to  her  when  prefent,  left 
Ihe  herfelf  mould  think  I  prefume  on  the. 
politenefs  flie  has  ever  fhewn  me,  and  fee 
her  breaking  with  Sir  George  in  a-  falfe 
light :  the  greater  I  think  her  obliging  par- 
tiality to  me,  the  more  guarded  I  ought  to 
be  in  my  behaviour  to  her;  her  fuuation, 
has  fome  refemblance  to  widowhood,  and 
fhe  has  equal  decorums  to  obferve. 

I  can- 
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I  cannot  however  help  encouraging  a 
pleafing  hope  that  I  am  not  abfolurely  in- 
different to  her :  her  lovely  eyes  have  a 
foftnefs  when  they  meet  mine,   to  which 
words  cannot  do  juftice:  Ihe  talks  lefs  to 
me  than  to  others,,  but  it  is  in  a  tone  of 
voice   which   penetrates   my   foul-,    and 
when  I  fpeak,  her  attention  is  moft  flat- 
tering, though  of  a  nature  not  to  be  feen 
by  common  obfervers  -y  without  Iteming . 
to  diftinguifh  me  from  the   crowd  who . 
ftrive  to  engage  her  efteem  and  friendfhip,, 
fhe  has  a. manner  of  addrefllng  me  which 
the  heart  alone  can  feel ;  fhe  contrives  to. 
prevent  my  appearing  to   give   her  any 
preference  to  the  reit  of  her  fex,  yet  I 
have  feen  her  blufti  at  my  civility  to  an- 
other. 

She  has  at  leaft  a  friendfhip  forme,, 
which  alone  would  make  the  happinefs  of 
my  life  -,  and  which  I  would  prefer  to  the. 
love. of  the  moft  charming  woman  imagi- 
nation  could  form,  fen fible  as  I  am  to  the 
fweeteft  of  all  pafTions  :  this  friendfhip, , 

however, , 
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however,  time  and  affiduity  may  ripen, 
into  love  y  at  lead  I  ihould  be  mod  un- 
happy, if  I.  did  not.  think  fo. 

I  love  her  with  a  tendernefs  of .'which, 
few  of  my  fex  are  capable  :  you  have  of- 
ten told  me*  and  you  were  right,  that  my 
heart  has  all  the  fenfibility  o£  woman, 

A  mail  is  arrived,  by  which  I  hope  to> 
hear  from  you  ;  I  muft  hurry  to  the  port- 
office  -,    you  mall,  hear  again  in  a  few/ 
days, 

Adieu ! ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers,. 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXVII, 


To  Colonel  Rivers,  at  Quebec. 


London,  Dec;  i.. 

YOU  need,  be  in  no  pain,  my  dear 
brother,  on  Mr.  Temple's  account-, 
my  heart  is-in  no  danger  from  a  man  of  his 
prefent  character:  his  perfon  and  manner 
are  certainly  extremely  pleafing  •,  his  un- 
derftanding,  and  I  believe  his  principles, 
are.  worthy  of  your  friendmip  ;  an  enco- 
mium which,  let  me  obferve,  is  from  me 
a  very  high  one  :  he  will  be  admired 
every  where,,  but  to  be  beloved,  he  wants, 
or  at  lean:  appears  to  me  to  want,  the  moil 
endearing  of  all  qualities,  that  genuine 
tendernefs  of  foul,  that  almoft  feminine 
fenfibility,  which,  with  all  your  firmnefs 

of: 
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of  mind  and  fpirit,  you  poflefs  beyond  any 
man  I  ever  yet  met  with. 

If  your  friend  wifhes  to  pleafe  me* 
which  I  almoft  fancy  he  does,  he  muft  en- 
deavour to  refemble  you  \  'tis  rather  hard 
upon  me,  I  think,  that  the  only  man  I 
perfectly  approve,  and  whofe  difpofition- 
is  formed  to  make  me  happy,  mould  be 
my  brother :  I  beg  you  will  find  out 
fomebody  very  like  yourfelf  for  your 
filler,  for  you  have  really-  made  me 
faucy. 

I  pity  you  heartily,  and  wifh  above  alt 
things  to  hear  of  your  Emily's  marriage, 
for  your  prefent  fituation  muft  be  ex- 
tremely  unpleafant. 

But,  my  dear  brother,  as  you  were  fo 
very  wife  about  Temple,  allow  me  to  afk 
you  whether  it  is  quite  confident  with 
prudence  to  throw  yourfelf  in  the  way  of 
a  woman  fo  formed,  to  infpire  you  with 

tendernefsj, 
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tendernefs,  and  whom  k  is  fo  impoflibk 
you  can  ever  hope  to  poffefs  :  is  not  this 
acting  a  little  like  a  foolifh  girl,  who, 
plays  round  the  name  which  fhe  knows 
will  confume  her  ? 

My  mother  is  well,  but  will  never  be 
happy  till  you  return  to  England  ;  I  often 
find  her  in  tears  over  your  letters  :  I  will 
fay  no  more  on  a  fubject  which  I  know 
will  give  you  pain,  I  hope,  however,  to 
hear  you  have  given  up  all  thoughts  of 
fettling  in  America  :  it  would  be  a  better 
plan  to  turn  farmer  in  Rutlandfhire  j  we 
could  double  the  eftate  by  living  upon  it, 
and  I  am  fure  I  mould  make  the  pretticft 
milk-maid  in  the  county. 

I  am  ferious,  and  think  we  could  live, 
very  fuperbly  all  together  in  the  country  v 
confider  it  well,  my  dear  Ned,  for  I  can- 
not bear  to  fee  my  mother  fo  unhappy  as 
your  abfence  makes  her.  I  hear  her  on 
the  flairs  5  I  muft  hurry  away  my  letter, 

for. 
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for  I  don't  ehcofe  me  mould  know  I  write 
to  you  on  this  fubjedt. 

Adieu  ! 

Your  affectionate 

Lucy  Rivlrs, 

Say  every  thing  for  me  to  Bell  Fermor  *, 
and  in  your  own  manner  to  your 
Emily,  in  whofe  friendfhip  I  pro- 
miie  myfelf  grea:  happiness. 


LETTER      LXVIII. 
To  Mifs  Montague,  at  Silleri. 

Montreal,  Feb.  10* 

NEVER  any  aftonilhment  equalled 
mine,  my  dear  Emily,  at  hearing 
you  had  broke  an  engagement  of  years, 
fo  much  to  your  advantage  as-  to  fortune, 

and 
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and  with  a  man  of  fa  very  unexception- 
able a  character  as  Sir  George,  without 
any  other  apparent  caufe  than  a  flight  in- 
delicacy in  a  letter  of  his  mother's,  for 
which  candour  and  affection  would  have 
found  a  thoufand  excufes.  I  will  not  al- 
low myfelf  to  fuppofe,  what  is  however 
publicly  faid  here,  that  you  have  facri- 
ficed  prudence,  decorum,  and  I  had  al- 
moft  faid  honor,  to  an  imprudent  incli- 
nation for  a  man,  to  whom  there  is  the 
ftrongeft  reafon  to  believe  you  are  indiffe- 
rent, and  who  is  even  faid  to  have  an  at- 
tachment to  another  i  I  mean.  Colonel  Ri- 
vers, who,  though  a  man  of  worth,  is  in 
a  fituation  which  makes  it  impoflible  for 
him  to  think  of  you,  were  you  even  as 
dear  to  Kim  as  the  world  fays  he  is  to 
you, 

T  am  too  unhappy  to  fay  more  on  this 
fubjecT,  but  expect  from  our  pad  friend- . 
fnip  a  very  fin  cere  anfwer  to  two  ques- 
tions •,   whether  love  for  Colonel  Rivers 
was  the  real  motive  for  the.indiicreet  flep 

you 
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you  have  taken  ?  and  whether,  if  it  was, 
you  have  the  excufe  of  knowing  he  loves 
you  ?  I  fhould  be  glad  to  know  what 
are  your  views,  if  you  have  any.     I  am, 

My  dear  Emily, 

Your  affectionate  friend, 

E.  Melmoth.^ 


LETTER      LXIX. 

To  Mrs.  Melmoth,  at  Montreal. 

Silleri,  Feb.  19. 
My  dear  Madam, 

I  AM  too  fenfible  of  the  rights  of  friend- 
fhip,  torefufeanfweringyourqueftions ; 
which  I  (hall  do  in  as  few  words  as  pofiible* 
I  have  not  the  leaft  reafon  to  fuppofe 

myfelf 
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myfelf  beloved  by  Colonel  Rivers-,  nor* 
if  I  know  my  heart*  do  I  love  him  in 
that  fenfe  of  the  word  your  queftion 
fuppofes :  I  think  him  the  belt*  the 
moil  amiable  of  mankind  \  and  my  ex- 
treme affection  for  him,  though  I  be- 
lieve that  affection  only  a  very  lively 
friendfhip,  firft  awakened  me  to  a  fenle 
of  the  indelicacy  and  impropriety  of  mar- 
rying Sir  George* 

To  enter  irito  fo  facred  an  engagement 
as  marriage  with  one  man,  with  a  ftronger 
affection  for  another,  of  how  calm  and 
innocent  a  nature  foever  that  affection  may 
be,  is  a  degree  of  bafenefs  of  which  my 
heart  is  incapable. 

When  I  firft  agreed  to  marry  Sir 
George,  I  had  no  fuperior  efteem  for  any 
other  man  •,  I  thought  highly  of  him,  and 
wanted  courage  to  refift  the  pre  (Ting  fe- 
licitations of  my  uncle,  to  whom  I  had  a 
thoufand  obligations.  I  even  almoft  per- 
fuaded  myfelf  I  loved  him,  nor  did  I  find 
2  my 
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my  miftake  till  I  faw  Colonel  Rivers,  in 
whofe  conversation  I  had  fo  very  lively  a 
pleafure  as  foon  convinced  me  of  my 
miftake  :  I  therefore  refolved  to  break 
with  Sir  George,  and  nothing  but  the  fear 
of  giving  him  pain  prevented  my  doing  it 
iboner:  his  behaviour  on  the  receipt  of  his 
mother's  letter  removed  that  fear,  and  fet 
me  free  in  my  own  opinion,  and  I  hope  will 
in  yours,  from  engagements  which  were 
equally  in  the  way  of  my  happinefs,  and 
his  ambition.  If  he  is  fmcere,  he  will  tell 
you  my  refufal  of  him  made  him  happy, 
though  he  choofes  to  affect  a  chagrin  which 
he  does  not  feel. 

I  have  no  view  but  that  of  returning  to 
England  in  the  fpring,  and  fixing  with  a 
relation  in  the  country. 

If  Colonel  Rivers  has  an  attachment,  I 
hope  it  is  to  one  worthy  of  him ;  for  my 
own  part,  I  never  entertained  the  remoteft 
thought  of  him  in  any  light  but  that  of  the 

moll 
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inoft   fincere  and  tender   of  friends, 
am,  Madam,  with  great  efteem, 

Your  affectionate  friend 

and  obedient  fervant, 

Emily  Montague. 


LETTER      LXX. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,   Clarges  Street. 

Sillcri,  Feb.  27. 

THERE  are  two  parties  at  Quebec  in 
regard  to  Emily  :  the  prudent  mam- 
mas abufe  her  for  lofing  a  good  match,  and 
fuppofe  it  to  proceed  from  her  partiality  to 
your  brother,  to  the  imprudence  of  which 
they  give  no  quarter;  whilft  the  miffes  ad- 
mire her  generofity  and  fpirit,  in  facrific- 
ing  all  for  love  -,  fo  impofllble  it  is  to  pleafe 

every 
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every  body.  However,  flie  has,  in  my 
opinion,  done  the  wifeft  thing  in  the 
world  j  that  is,  fhe  has  pleafed  herfelf. 

As  to  her  inclination  for  your  brother,.! 
am  of  their  opinion,  that  fhe  loves  him 
without  being  quite  clear  in  the  point 
•herfelf:  me  has  not  yet  confeffed  the  fact 
even  to  me  •,  but  fhe  has  fpeaking  eyes, 
Lucy,  and  I  think  I  can  interpret  their 
language. 

Whether  he  fees  it  or  not  I  cannot  tell; 
1  rather  think  he  does,  becaufe  he  has  been, 
lefs  here,  and  more  guarded  in  his  manner 
when  here,  than  before  this  matrimonial 
affair  was  put  an  end  to  ;  which  is  natural 
enough  on  that  fuppofition,  becaufe  he 
knows  the  impertinence  of  Quebec,  and  is 
both  prudent  and  delicate  to  a  great  degree. 

He  comes,  however,  and  we  are  pretty 
good  company,  only  a  little  more  referved 
on  both  fides.-,  which  is,  in  my  opinion,  a 
little  fymptomatic. 

Vol.  II,  D  La  4 
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La !  here's  papa  come  up  to  write  at  my 
bureau-,  I  dare  fay,  it's  only  to  pry  into 
•what  I  am  about  j  but  excufe  me,  my 
dear  Sir,  for  that.  Adieu !  jufqu'au  demmn% 
ma  trh  chert. 


Yours, 


A.  Fermor. 


LETTER      LXXI. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,   Clarges   Street. 

Quebec,  Feb.  20, 
VERY  hour,  my  Lucy,  convinces  me 


E 


more  clearly  there  is  no  happinefs  for 
me  without  this  lovely  woman  ;  her  turn  of 
mind  is  fo  correfpondent  to  my  cwn,  that 
we  feem  to  have  but  one  foul :  the  firft  mo- 
ment I  law  her  the  idea  (truck  me  that  we 
had  been  friends  in  fome  pre-exiftent  ftate, 
znd.  were  only  renewing  our  acquaintance 
here  ;  when  fhe  fpeaks,  my  heart  vibrates 
to  the  found,  and  owns  every  thought  ihe 
expreififes  a  native  there. 

The 
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The  fame  dear  affe&iom,  the  fame  ten- 
der fenfibility,  the  mod  precious  gift  of 
Heaven,  inform  our  minds,  and  make  us 
peculiarly  capable  of  exquifite  happinefs 
or  mifery. 

The  pafilons,  my  Lucy,  are  common  to 
all  -,  but  the  affections,  the  lively  fweet  af- 
fections, the  only  fources  of  true  pleafure, 
are  the  portion  only  of  a  choien  few. 

Uncertain  at  prefent  of  the  nature  of  her 
fentiments,  I  am  determined  to  develop 
them  clearly  before  I  difcover  mine :  if  fhe 
loves  as  I  do,  even  a  perpetual  exile  here 
will  be  pleafing.  The  remoteft  wood  in 
Canada  "with  her  would  be  no  longer  a 
^defert  wild  -,  it  would  be  the  habitation  of 
the  Graces. 

But  I  forget  your  letter,  my  dear  girl ; 
I  am  hurt  beyond  words  at  what  you  tell 
me  of  my  mother;  and  would  inftantly  re- 
turn to  England,  did  not  my  fondnefs  for 
this  charming  woman  detain  me  hcr^ :  you 
D  2  are 
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?se  both  too  good  in  wifhing  to  retire  with 
me  to  the  country  ;  will  your  tendernefs 
lead  you  a  ftep  farther,  my  Lucy?  It 
would  be  too  much  to  hope  to  fee  you 
here  -,  and  yet,  if  I  marry  Emily,  it  will 
be  impoflible  for  me  to  think  of  returning 
to  England. 

There  is  a  man  here  whom  I  mould  pre- 
fer of  all  men  I  ever  few  for  you ;  but  he 
is  already  attached  to  your  friend  Bell  Fer- 
mor,  who  is  very  inattentive  to  her  own 
happioefs,  if  me  refufes  him :  I  am  very 
happy  in  rinding  you  think  of  Temple  as 
I  wifh  you  mould. 

You  are  fo  very  civil,  Lucy,  in  regard 
to  me,  I  am  afraid  of  becoming  vain  from 
your  praifes. 

Take  care,  my  dear,  you  don't  fpoil  me 
by  this  excefs  of  civility,  for  my  only  me- 
rit is  that  of  not  being  a  coxcomb. 


I  have 
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I  have  a  heavinefs  of  heart,  which  has 
never  left  me  fince  I  read  your  letter :  I 
am  fhocked  at  the  idea  of  giving  pain  to 
the  bed  parent  that  ever  exifted ;  yet  have 
lefs  hope  than  ever  of  feeing  England, 
without  giving  up  the  tender  friend,  the 
dear  companion,  the  adored  miftrefs ;  in 
fhort  the  very  woman  I  have  all  my  life 
been  in  fearch  of:  I  am  alio  hurt  that  I 
cannot  place  this  objed  of  all  my  wifnes 
in  a  ftation  equal  to  that  ilie  has  rejected, 
and  I  begin  to  think  rejected  for  me. 

I  never  before  repined  at  feeing  the  gifts 
of  fortune  lavifhed  on  the  unworthy. 

Adieu,  my  dear !  I  will  write  again  when 
I  can  write  more  chearfully. 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers. 

Dj  LET- 


54     THE    HISTORY    OF 

LETTER      LXXIL 

To  the  Earl  of  — . 
My  Lord, 

Siileri,  Feb.  zo,- 

YOUR  Lordfhip  does  me  great  honor 
in  fuppofing  .me  capable  of  giving 
any  fatisfactory  account  of  a  country  in 
which  I  have  fpent  only  a  few  months, 

As  a  proof,  however,  of  my  zeal,  and 
the  very  ftrong  defire  I  have  to  merit  the 
efteem  you  honor  me  with,  I  mall  com- 
municate from  time  to  time  the  little  I 
have  obferved,  and  may  obferve,  as  well 
as  what  I  hear  from  good  authority,  with 
that  lively  pleafurewith  which  I  have  ever 
obeyed  every  command  of  your  Lord- 
fhip's. 

The  French,  in  the  firft  fettling  this  co- 
lony, feem  to  have  had  an  eye  only  to  the 
conqueft  of  ours:  their  whole  fyftem  of 

policy 
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policy  fcems  to  have  been  military,  not 
commercial ;  or  only  fo  far  commercial  as 
was  necefTary  to  fupply  the  wants,  and  by 
fo  doing  to  gain  the  friendfhip,  of  the  fa- 
vages,  in  order  to  make  ufe  of  them  againft 
us. 

The  lands  are  held  on  military  tenure  r 
every  peafent  is  a  foldier,  every  feigneur 
an  officer,  and  both  ferve  without  pay 
whenever  called  upon  j  this  fervice  is,  ex- 
cept a  very  fmall  quit-rent  by  way  of  ac- 
knowledgement, all  they  pay  for  their 
lands :  the  feigneur  holds  of  the  crown, 
the  peafant  of  the  feigneur,  who  is  at  once 
his  lord  and  commander* 

The  peafants  are  in  general  tall  and  ro- 
buft,  notwithstanding  their  exceflive  indo- 
lence -,  they  love  war,  and  hate  labor;  are 
brave,  hardy,  alert  in  the  field,  but  lazy 
and  inactive  at  home-,  in  which  they  refera- 
ble the  favages,  whofe  manners  they  feem 
ftrongly  to  have-  imbibed.  The  govern- 
D  4  ment 
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ment  appears  to  have  encouraged  a  milf- 
tary  fpirit  all  over  the  colony  •,  though  ig- 
norant and  flupid  to  a  great  degree,  thefe 
peafants  have  a  ftrong  fenfe  of  honor;  and 
though  they  ferve,  as  I  have  faid,  without 
pay,  are  never  fa  happy  as  when  called  to- 
the  field. 

They  are  excefiively  vain,  and  not  only 
look  on  the  French  as  the  only  civilized 
nation  in  the  world,  but  on  themfelves  as 
the  flower  of  the  French  nation :  they  had, 
I  am  told,  a  great  averfion  to  the  regular 
troops  which  came  from  France  in  the  late 
war,  and  a  contempt  equal  to  that  aver- 
fion ;  they  however  bad  an  affection  and 
efteem  for  the  late  Marquis  De  Montcalm, 
which  almoft  rofe  to  idolatry  \  and  I  have 
even  at  this  diilance  of  time  feen  many  of 
them  in  tears  at  the  mention  of  his  name  : 
an  honeft  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a  com- 
mander equally  brave  and  humane;  for 
whom  his  enemies  wept  even  on  the  day 
when  their  own  hero  fell. 

I  am 
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I  am  called  upon  for  this  letter,  and  have 
only  time  to  affure  your  Lordfhip  of  my 
refpect,  and  of  the  pleafure  I  always  re- 
ceive from  your  commands.  I  have  the 
honor  to  be, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip's,  &c. 

William  Fermor.^ 


LETTER      LXXIII. 

To  Mifs  Fermor. 

Feb.  24,  Eleven  at  night. 

1HAVE  indeed,  my  dear,  a  pleafure  in 
his  converfation,  to  which  words  cannot 
dojuftice:  love  itfelf  is  lefs  tender  and 
lively  than  my  friendship  for  Rivers;  from 
the  rirft  moment  I  faw  him,  I  loir  all  tafte 
for  other  converfation  ;  even  yours,  ami- 
able as  you  are,  borrows  its  moil  prevail- 
D  5  ing 
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ing  charm  from  the  pleafure  of  hearing 
you  talk  of  him. 

When  I  call  my  tendernefs  for  him. 
friendfhip,  I  do  not  mean  either  to  paint 
myfelf  as  an  enemy  to  tenderer  fentiments, 
or  him  as  one  whom  it  is  eafy  to  fee  with- 
out feeling  them  :  all  I  mean  is,  that,  as 
our  fituations  make  it  impofllble  for  us  to 
think  of  each  other  except  as  friends,  I 
have  endeavored — I  hope  with  fuccefs — 
to  fee  him  in  no  other  light :  it  is  not  in 
his  power  to  marry  without  fortune,  and 
mine  is  a  trifle  :  had  I  worlds,  they  mould 
be  his  ^  but,  I  am  neither  fo  felfilh  as  to 
defire,  nor  fo  romantic  as  to  expect,  that 
he  lhould  defcend  from  the  rank  of  life 
he  has  been  bred  in,  and  live  loft  to  the 
world  with  me. 

As  to  the  impertinence  of  two  or  "three- 
women,  I  hear  of  it  with  perfect  indif- 
ference :  my  dear  Rivers  efteems  me,  he 
approves  my  conduct,  and  all  elfe  is  be- 
low  my  care :   the   applaufe   of  worlds 

would 
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would  give  me  lefs  pleafure  than  one  fmile 
of  approbation  from  him. 

I  am  aftonifhed  your  father  mould  know 
me  fo  little,  as  to  luppofe  me  capable  of 
being  influenced  even  by  you:  when  I  de- 
termined to  refufe  Sir  George,  it  was  from 
the  feelings  of  my  own  heart  alone  -, .  the 
firfl  moment  I  faw  Colonel  Rivers  con- 
vinced me  my  heart  had  till  then  been  a 
ftranger  to  true  tendernefs :  from  that 
moment  my  life  has  been  one  continued 
liruggle  between  my  reafon,  which  fTiewed 
me  the  folly  as  well  as  indecency  of  marry- 
ing one  man  when  I  fo  infinitely  preferred 
another,  and  a  falfe  point  of  honor  and 
miftaken  companion:  from  which  painful 
ffate,  a  concurrence  of  favorable  accidents 
has  at  length  happily  relieved  me,  and  left, 
me  free  to  act  as  becomes  me. 

Of  this,    my  dear,    be  afTured,    that, 

though  I  have  not  the  lead  idea  of  ever 

marrying  Colonel  Rivers,  yet,  whilft  my 

D  6  fenti- 
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fentiments  for  him  continue  what  they  are,, 
I  will  never  marry  any  other  man. 

I  am  hurt  at  what  Mrs.  Melmoth  hinted 
in  her  letter  to  you,  of  Rivers  having  ap- 
peared to  attach  himfelf  to  me  from  vani- 
ty, fhe  endeavors  in  vain  to  deftroy  my 
nefteem  for  him :  you  well  know,  he  never 
did  appear  to  attach  himfelf  to  me  ;  he  is 
incapable  of  having  done  it  from  fuch  a 
motive;  but  if  he  had,  fuch  delight  have 
I  in  whatever  pleafes  him,  that  I  mould 
with  joy  have  facrificed  my  own  vanity  to 
gratify  his. 

Adieu!  Your 

Emily  Montague. 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXXIV. 

To  Mifs  Montague. 

Feb.  25,  Eight  o'clock,  jufl  up. 

MY  dear,  you  deceive  yourfelf ;  you 
love  Colonel  Rivers  •,  you  love 
him  even  with  all  the  tendernefs  of  ro- 
mance :  read  over  again  the  latter  part  of 
your  letter ;  I  know  friendfhip,  and  of 
what  it  is  capable  ;  but  I  fear  the  facri- 
fices  it  makes  are  of  a  different  nature. 

Examine  your  heart,  my  Emily,  and 
tell  me  the  refult  of  that  examination.  It 
is  of  the  utmoft  confequence  to  you  to  be 
clear  as  to  the  nature  of  your  affection  for 
Rivers. 

Adieu !   Yours, 

A.  Fermor. 

LET- 
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LETTER      LXXV. 

To.  Mifs  Ferm.or.. 

YES,  my  dear  Bell,-  you  know  me 
better  than  I  know  myfelf;  your 
Emily  loves.*— But  tell  me,  and  with,  that 
clear  fincerity  which  is  the  cement  of  our 
friendfhip  -,  has  not  your  own  heart  dis- 
covered to  you  the  fecret  of  mine  ?  do 
you  not.  aifo  love  this  moft  amiable  of 
mankind  ?  Yes,  you  do,  and  I  am  loft :, 
it  is  not  in  woman  to  fee  him  without 
love  ;  there  are  a  thoufand  charms  in  his 
converfation,  in  his  look,  nay  in  the  very 
found  of  his  voice,  to  which  it  is  impof- 
fible  for.  a.  foul  like  yours  to  be  infenr- 
fible. 

I  have  obfervedyou  a  thoufand  times 
liftening  to  him  with  that  air  of  foftnefs 
and  complacency — Believe  me,  my  dear, 
I  am  not  angry  with  you  for  loving  him  •> 

he 
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he  is  formed  to  charm  the  heart  of  wo- 
man :  I  have  not  the  leaft  right  to  com- 
plain of  you  ;  you  knew  nothing  of  my 
pafiion  for  him  •,  you  even  regarded  me 
almoft  as  the  wife  of  another.  But  tell 
me,  though  my  heart  dies  within  me  at 
the  queftion,  is  your  tendernefs  mutual  ? 
does  he  love  you  ?  I  have  obferved  a 
coldnefs  in  his  manner  lately,  which  now 
alarms  me. — My  heart  is  torn  in  pieces. 
Muft  I  receive  this  wound  from  the  two 
perfons  on  earth  moil  dear  to  me  ?  In- 
deed, my  dear,  this  is  more  than  your 
Emily  can  bear.  Tell  me  only  whether 
you  love  :  I  will  not  afk  more. — Is  there 
on  earth  a  man  who  can  pleafe  where  he 
appears  ? 


LET. 
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LETTER       LXXVI. 

To  Mifs  Montague. 

YOU  have  difcovered  me,  my  fweet 
Emily :  I  love — not  quite  fo  dyingly 
as  you  do  ;  but  I  love  -,  will  you  forgive 
me  when  I  add  that  I  am  beloved  ?  It  is 
unneceflary  to  add  the  name  of  him  I  love, 
as  you  have  fo  kindly  appropriated  the 
whole  fex  to  Colonel  Rivers. 

However,  to  Ihew  you  it  is  pofTible  you 
may  be  miflaken,  'tis  the  little  Fitz  I 
love,  who,  in  my  eye,  is  ten  times  more 
agreeable  than  even  your  nonpareil  of  a 
Colonel ;  I  know  you  will  think  me  a 
fhocking  wretch  for  this  depravity  of 
taftes  but  fo  it  is. 

Upon  my  word,  I  am  half  inclined  to 

be  angry  with  you  for  not  being  in  love 

with  Fitzgerald ;    a   tall  Irifhman,  with 

5  good 
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good  eyes,   has  as  clear  a  title  to  make 
conquefts  as  other  people. 

Yes,  my  dear,  there  is  a  man  on  earth, 
and  even  in  the  little  town  of  Quebec, 
who  can  pie  of e  where  he  appears.  Surely, 
child,  if  there  was  but  one  man  on  earth 
who  could  "pleale,  you  would  not  be 
lb  unreafonable  as  to  engrofs  him  all  to 
yourfelf. 

For  my  part,  though  I  like  Fitzgerald 
extremely,  I  by  no  means  infill  that 
every  other  woman  fhall. 

Go,  you  are  a  foolifh  girl,  and  don't 
know  what  you  would  be  at.  Rivers  is  a 
very  handfome  agreeable  fellow  ;  but  it  is 
in  woman  to  fee  him  without  dying  for 
Jove,  of  which  behold  your  little  Bell  an 
example.  Adieu  !  be  wifer,  and  believe 
me 

Ever  yours, 

A.  Fermor.1 

Will 
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Will  you  go  this  morning  to  Mont- 
morenci  on  the  ice,  and  dine  on  the 
ifland  of  Orleans  ?  dare  you  truft 
yourfelf  in  a  covered  carriole  with 
the  dear  man  ?  Don't  anfwer  this, 
becaufe  I  am  certain  you  can  fay 
nothing  on  the  fubjecl:,  which  will 
not  be  very  foolifh. 


LETTER      LXXVIL 
To  Mifs  Fermor. 

I  AM  glad  you  do  not  fee  Colonel  Rivers 
with  my  eyes  •,  yet  it  feems  to  me  very 
ftrange  •,  I  am  almofl  piqued  at  your  giv- 
ing another  the  preference.  I  will  fay  no 
more,  it  being,  as  you  obferve,  impoffible 
lo  avoid  being  abfurd  on  fuch  a  fubjecl:* 

I  will  go  to  Montmorenci  j  and,  to  fhew 
my  courage,  will  venture  in  a  covered  car- 
riole with  Colonel  Rivers,  though  I  mould 
rather  wifh  your  father  for  my  cavalier  at 
prefent. 

Yours,  Emily  Montague- 

LET- 
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LETTER      LXXVIII. 

To  Mifs  Montague. 

YOU  are  right,  my  dear:  'tis  more 
prudent  to  go  with  my  father.  I  love 
prudence  -9  and  will  therefore  fend  for  Ma- 
demoifelle  Clairaut  to  be  Rivers's  belle, 

Yours> 

A.  FermorI 

■'  j '       ■■   mi    ■  ■ ■   mini    i  .      i,  „,    .,   ,  « 

LETTER      LXXIX. 

To  Mifs  Fermor. 

YOU  are  a  provoking  chit,  and  I  will 
go  with  Rivers.  Your  father  may 
attend  Madame  Villiers,  who  you  know 
will  naturally  take  it  ill  if  me  is  not 
of  our  party.  We  can  afk  Mademoifellc 
Clairaut  another  time. 

Adieu  !   Your 

Emily  Montague.. 
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LETTER       LXXX. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  C larger  Street. 

Silleri,  Feb.  25. 

THOSE  who  have  heard  no  more 
of  a  Canadian  winter  than  what 
regards  the  intenfenefs  of  its  cold,  mult 
fnppofe  it  a  very  joylefs  feafon :  'tis,. 
I  afFure  you,  quite  otherwife  •,  there  are 
indeed  fome  days  here  of  the  feverity  of 
which  thole  who  were  never  out  of  Eng- 
land can  form  no  conception  ;  but  thofe 
days  feldom  exceed  a  dozen  in  a  whole 
winter  -}  nor  do  they  come  in  fucceflion,  but 
at  intermediate  periods,  as  the  winds  fet 
in  from  the  North-Weft  \  which,  coming 
fome  hundred  leagues,  from  frozen  lakes 
and  rivers,  over  woods  and  mountains  co- 
vered with  fnow,  would  be  infuppor table, 
were  it  not  for  the  furs  with  which  the 
country  abounds,  in  fuch  variety  and 
plenty  as  to  be  within  the  reach  of  all  its 
inhabitants. 

Thus 
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Thus  defended,  the  Britifh  belles  fet 
the  winter  of  Canada  at  defiance;  and 
the  feafon  of  which  you  fecm  to  entertain 
fuch  terrible  ideas,  is  that  of  the  utmoft 
chearfulnefs  and  feftiv-ity. 

But  what  particularly  pleafes  me  is, 
there  is  no  place  where  women  are  of  fuch 
importance  :  not  one  of  the  fex,  who  has 
the  leaft  fnare  of  attractions,  is  without  a 
levee  of  beaux  interceding  for  the  honor 
of  attending  her  on  fome  party,  of 
which  every  day  produces  three  or 
four. 

I  am  juft  returned  from  one  of  the 
mod  agreeable  jaunts  imagination  can 
paint,  to  the  ifland  of  Orleans,  by  the 
falls  of  Montmorenci ;  the  latter  ia  al- 
moft  nine  miles  diftant,  acrofs  the  great 
bafon  of  Quebec*,  but  as  we  are  obliged 
to  reach  it  in  winter  by  the  waving  line, 
our  direct  road  being  intercepted  by  the 
inequalities  of  the  ice,  it  is  now  perhaps 
a  third  more.     You  will  poflibly  fuppofe 

a  ride 
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a  ride  of  this  kind  mud  want  one  of  the 
greateft  effentials  to  entertainment,  that  of 
variety,  and  imagine  it  only  one  dull  whirl 
over  an  unvaried  plain  of  fnow :  on  the 
contrary,  my  dear,  we  pafs  hills  and 
mountains  of  ice  in  the  trifling  fpace  of 
thefe  few  miles.  The  bafon  of  Quebec 
is  formed  by  the  conflux  of  the  rivers  St. 
Charles  and  Montmorenci  with  the  great 
river  St.  Lawrence,  the  rapidity  of  whofe 
flood-tide,  as  thefe  rivers  are  gradually 
feized  by  the  froft,  breaks  up  the  ice,  and 
drives  it  back  in  heaps,  till  it  forms  ridges 
of  transparent  rock  to  an  height  that  is 
aftftnifhing,  and  of  a  ftrength  which  bids 
defiance  to  the  utmoft  rage  of  the  moil 
furioufly  ruihing  tide. 

Thiscircumftance  makes  this  littlejour- 
ney  more  pleafing  than  you  can  pofTiblycon- 
ceive :  the  ferene  blue  iky  above,  the  daz- 
ling  brightness  of  the  fun,  and  the  colors 
from  the  refraction  of  its  rays  on  the  tranfpa- 
rent  part  of  thefe  ridges  of  ice,  the  wind- 
ing courie  thefe  oblige  you  to  make,  the 

fudden 
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Hidden  difappearing  of  a  train  of  fifteen  or 
twenty  carrioles,  as  .thefe  ridges  intervene, 
which  again  difcover  themfelves  on  your 
riling  to  the  top  of  the  frozen  mount,  the 
tremendous  appearance  both  of  the  afcent 
and  defcent,  which  however  are  not  attend- 
ed with  the  leaft 'danger;  all  together  give 
a  grandeur  and  variety  to  the  fcene,  which 
almoft  rile  to  enchantment. 

Your  dull  foggy  climate  affords  nothing 
that  can  give  you  the  lead  idea  of  our 
fro  ft  pieces  in  Canada  ;  nor  can  you  form 
any  notion  of  our  annulments,  of  the 
agreea'blene'fs  of  a  covered  carriole,  with 
a  fprightly  fellow,  rendered  more  fpright- 
ly  by  the  keen  air  and  romantic  kenc 
about  bimj  to  lay  nothing  of  the  fair  lady 
at  his  fide. 

Even  an  overturning  has  nothing  a- 
larming  in  it  *  you  are  laid  gently  down 
on  a  foft  bed  of  fnow,  without  the  leait 
danger  of  any  kind-,  and  an  accident  of 
this  fort  only  gives  a  pretty  fellow  occa- 
iq  lion 
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occafion  to  vary  the  flyle  of  his  civilities, 
and  fhew  a  greater  degree  of  attention. 

But  it  is  almoft  time  to  come  to  Mont- 
morenci:  to  avoid,  however,  fatiguing  you 
or  myfelf,  I  mail  refer  the  reft  of  our  tour 
to  another  letter,  which  will  probably  ac- 
company this:  my  meaning  is,  that  two 
moderate  letters  are  vailly  better  than 
one  long  one  j  in  which  fentiment  I  know 
you  agree  with 

Yours, 

A,  Fermor, 


LET 
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LETTER      LXXXI. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Silleri,  Feb,  25,  Afternoon* 

SO,  my  dear,  as  I  was  faying,  this  fame 
ride  to  Montmorenci — where  was  I, 
Lucy  ?  I  fo'get. — O,  I  believe  pretty  near 
the  mouth  of  the  bay,  embofomed  in 
which  lies  the  Jovely  cafcade  of  which  I 
am  to  give  you  a  winter  defcription,  and 
which  I  only  flightly  mentioned  when  I 
gave  you  an  account  of  the  rivers  by 
which  it  is  fupplied. 

The  road,  about  a  mile  before  you 
reach  this  bay,  is  a  regular  glafTy  levels 
without  any  of  thofe  intervening  hills  of 
ice  which  I  have  mentioned  ♦,  hills,  which 
with  the  ideas,  though  falfe  ones,  of  dan- 
ger and  difficulty,  give  thofe  of  beauty 
and  magnificence  too. 

Vol.  II.  E  As 
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As  you  gradually  approach  the  bay, 
you  are  (truck  with  an  awe,  which  in- 
creafes  every  moment,  as  you  come  near- 
er, from  the  grandeur  of  a  fcene,  which 
is  one  of  the  nobleft  works  of  nature:  the 
beauty,  the  proportion,  the  folemnity,  the 
wild  magnificence  of  which,  furpafling 
every  poflible  effect  of  art,  impreis  one 
ftrongly  with  the  idea  of  its  Divine  Al- 
mighty Architect. 

The  rock  on  the  eaft  fide,  which  is  firft 
in  view  as  you  approach,  is  a  fmooth  and 
almoft  perpendicular  precipice,  of  the 
fame  height  as  the  fall;  the  top,  which  a 
little  over-hangs,  is  beautifully  covered 
with  pines,  firs,  and  ever-greens  of  vari- 
ous kinds,  whofe  verdant  luftre  is  render- 
ed at  this  feafon  more  mining  and  lovely 
by  the  furrounding  fnow,  as  well  as  by  that 
which  is  fprinkled  irregularly  on  their 
branches,  and  glitters  half  melted  in  the 
fun-beams  :  a  thoufand  frnaller  fhrubs  are 
fcattered  on  the  fide  of  the  afcent,  and, 
having  their  roots  in  almoft  impercepti- 
ble 
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ble  clefts  of  the  rock,  feem  to  thofe  be- 
low to  grow  in  air. 

The  weft  fide  is  equally  lofty,  but  more 
doping,  which,  from  that  circumftance, 
affords  foil  all  the  way,  upon  fhelving  in- 
equalities of  the  rock,  at  little  distances, 
for  the  growth  of  trees  and  fhrubs,  by 
which  it  is  almoft  entirely  hid. 

The  mofl  pleafing  view  of  this  miracle 
of  nature  is  certainly  in  fummer,  and  in 
the  early  part  of  it,  when  every  tree  is  in 
foliage  and  full  verdure,  every  fhr-ub  in 
flower ;  and  when  the  river,  fwelled  with  a 
wafte  of  waters  from  the  mountains  from 
which  it  derives  its  fource,  pours  do  vn  in 
a  tumultuous  torrent,  that  equally  charms 
and  aftonifhes  the  beholder. 

The  winter  fcene  has,  notwithftandino-, 
its  beauties,  though  of  a  different  kind, 
more  refembling  the  itillnefs  and  inactivity 
of  the  feafon. 

E  2  The 


76        THE   HISTORY   OF 

The  river  being  on  its  fides  bound  up  in 
froft,  and  its  channel  rendered  narrower 
than  in  the  fummer,  affords  a  lefs  body  of 
water  to  fupply  the  cafcade;  and  the  fall, 
though  very  fteep,  yet  not  being  exactly 
perpendicular,  maifes  of  ice  are  formed, 
on  different  {helving  projections  of  the 
rock,  in  a  great  variety  of  forms  and  pro- 
portions. 

The  torrent,  which  before  rufhed  with 
fuch  impetuofity  down  the  deep  defcent  in 
one  vail  meet  of  water,  now  defcends  in 
fome  parts  with  a  flow  and  majeflic  pace; 
in  others  feems  almoft  fufpended  in  mid 
air ;  and  in  others,  burfting  through  the 
obflacles  which  interrupt  its  courfe,  pours 
down  with  redoubled  fury  into  the  foam- 
ing bafon  below,  from  whence  a  fpray 
arifes,  which,  freezing  in  its  afcent,  be- 
comes on  each  fide  a  wide  and  irregular 
frozen  breaft-work  •,  and  in  front,  the 
fpray  being  there  much  greater,  a  lofty 
and  magnificent  pyramid  of  folid  ice. 

I  have 
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I  have  not  told  you  half  the  grandeur, 
half  the  beauty,  half  the  lovely  wildnefs 
of  this  fcene  :  if  you  would  know  what  it 
is,  you  rauft  take  no  information  but  that 
of  your  own  eyes,  which  I  pronounce 
ftrangers  to  the  lovelier!  work  of  creation 
till  they  have  feen  the  river  and  fall  of 
Montmorenci. 

In  fhort,  my  dear,  I  am  Montmreren-ci- 
mad. 

I  can  hardly  defcend  to  tell  you,  we 
paiTed  the  ice  from  thence  to  Orleans,  and 
dined  out  of  doors  on  fix  feet  of  fnow,  in 
the  charming  enlivening  warmth  of  the 
fun,  though  in  the  month  of  February, 
at  a  time  when  you  in  England  fcarce  feel 
his  beams. 

Fitzgerald  made  violent  love  to  me  all 
the  way,  and  I  never  felt  myfelf  liften 
with  fuch  complacency. 


E  3  Adieu ! 
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Adieu  !  I  have  wrote  two  immenfe  let- 
ters. Write  oftenen  you  are  lazy,  yet 
expect  me  to  be  an  abfolute  flave  in  the 
fcribbling  way. 

Your  faithful 

A.  Fermor. 

Do  you  know  your  brother  has  admir- 
able ideas?  He  contrived  to  lofe  his  way 
on  our  return,  and  kept  Emily  ten  mi- 
nutes behind  the  reft  of  the  company,  I 
am  apt  to  fancy  there  was  fomething  like 
a  declaration,  for  Ihe  blumed, 

"  Celeftial  rofy  red," 
when  he  led  her  into  the  dining  room  at 
Silleri. 

Once  more,  adieu  ! 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXXXIL 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

March  1. 

I  WAS  miftaken,  my  dear;  not  a  word 
of  love  between  your  brother  and 
Emily,  as  (he  pofitively  affnres  me-,  fome- 
thing  very  tender  has  pafled,  I  am  con- 
vinced, notwithstanding,  for  me  bluihes 
more  than  ever  when  he  approaches,  and 
there  is  a  certain  foftnefs  in  his  voice  when 
he  addreffes  her,  which  cannot  cfcape  a 
perfon  of  my  penetration. 

Do  you  know,  my  dear  Lucy,  that  there 
is  a  little  impertinent  girl  here,  a  Made- 
moifelle  Clairaut,  who,  on  the  mere  merit 
of  features  and  complexion,  fets  up  for  be- 
ing as  handfome  as  Emily  and  me  ? 

If  beauty,  as  I  will  take  the  liberty  to 

affertj  is  given  us  for  the  purpofe  ofpleaf- 

E  4  ing, 
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ing,  me  who  pleafes  mod,  that  is  to  fay^ 
fhe  who  excites  the  moft  pafTion,  is  to  all 
intents  and  purpofes  the  mofc  beautiful 
woman  \  and,  in  this  cafe,  I  am  inclined  to 
believe  your  little  Bell  {lands  pretty  high 
on  the  roll  of  beauty  -,  the  men's  eyes  may 
perhaps  fay  me  is  handfome,  but  their 
hearts  feel  that  I  am  fo. 

There  is,  in  general,  nothing  fo  infipid, 
fo  uninterefting,  as  a  Beauty  \  which  thofe 
men  experience  to  their  coft,  who  choofe 
from  vanity,  not  inclination.  I  remem- 
ber Sir  Charles  Herbert,  a  Captain  in  the 
fame  regiment  with  my  father,  who  deter* 
mined  to  marry  Mifs  Raymond  before  he 
law  her,  merely  becaufe  he  had  been  told 
ihe  was  a  celebrated  beauty,  though  fhe 
was  never  known  to  have  infpired  a  real 
paffion  :  he  faw  her  not  with  his  own  eyes 
but  thofe  of  the  public,  took  her  charms 
on  truft  \  and,  till  he  was  her  hufband, 
never  found  out  Ihe  was  not  his  tafte;  a 
fecret,  however,  of  fome  little  importance 

to  his  happinefs. 

I  have, 
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I  have,  however,  known  fome  Beauties 
who  had  a  right  to  pleafe  •,  that  is,  who  had 
a  mixture  of  that  invifible  charm,  that 
namelefs  grace  which  by  no  means  depends 
on  beauty,  and  which  flnkes  the  hem  in 
a  moment ;  but  my  firft  averfion  is  your 
fine  women:  don't  you  think  a  fine  woman 
a  deteitable  creature,  Lucy?  I  do:  they 
are  vaftly  well  to  fill  public  places  :  but  as 
to  the  heart — Heavens,  my  dear !  yet  there 
are  men,  I  fuppofe,  to  be  found,  who 
have  a  tafte  for  the  great  fublime  in 
beauty. 

Men  are  vaftly  foolifti,  my  dear ;  very 
few  of  them  have  fpint  to  think  for  them- 
felves  ;  there  are  a  thoufand  Sir  Charles 
Herberts :  I  have  feen  fome  of  them  weak 
enough  to  decline  marrying  the  woman 
on  earth  molt  pleafing  to  themfelves,  be- 
caufe  not  thought  handfome  by  the  gene- 
rality of  their  companions. 


E--5  [Women- 
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Women  are  above  this  folly,  and  there- 
fore choofe  much  oftener  from  affection 
than  men.  We  are  a  thoufand  times 
wifer,  Lucy,  than  thefe  important  beings, 
thefe  mighty  lords, 

"  Who  ftrut  and  fret  their  hour  upon 
"  theftage-," 

and,  inftead  of  playing  the  part  in  life 
which  nature  dictates  to  their  reafon  and 
their  hearts,  act  a  borrowed  one  at  the  will 
of  others. 

I  had  rather  even  judge  ill,  than  not 
judge  for  myfelf. 

Adieu  !  yours  ever, 

A.  Fermor, 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXXXIII. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Quebec,  March  4. 

AFTER  debating  with  myfelf  fome 
days,  I  am  determined  to  purfue 
Emily ;  but  before  I  make  a  declaration, 
will  go  to  fee  fome  ungranted  lands  at  the 
back  of  Madame  Des  Roches's  eftate ; 
which,  lying  on  a  very  fine  river,  and  fo 
near  the  St.  Lawrence,  may  I  think  be 
cultivated  at  lefs  expence  than  thofe  above 
Lake  Champlain,  though  in  a  much  infe- 
rior climate :  if  T  make  my  fettlement 
here,  I  will  purchafe  the  eftate  Madame 
Des  Roches  has  to  fell,  which  will  open 
me  a  road  to  the  river  St.  Lawrence,  and 
confequently  treble  the  value  of  my 
lands. 

E  6  I  love3 
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I  love,  I  adore  this  charming  woman ; 
but  I  will  not  fuffer  my  tendernefs  for 
her  to  make  her  unhappy,  or  to  lower  her 
ftation  in  life :  if  I  can  by  my  prefent 
plan,  fecure  her  what  will  in  this  country 
be  a  degree  of  affluence,  I  will  endeavor 
to  change  her  friendfhip  for  me  into  a 
tenderer  and  more  lively  affection-,  if  ihe 
loves,  I  know  by  my  own  heart,  that 
Canada  will  be  no  longer  a  place  of 
exile;  if  I  have  Mattered  myfelf,  and  fhe 
has  only  a  friendfhip  for  me,  I  will  return 
immediately  to  England,  and  retire  with 
you  and  my  mother  to  our  little  eftate 
in  the  country. 

You  will  perhaps  fay,  why  not  make 
Emily  of  our  party  ?  I  am  almoft  afhamed 
to  fpeak  plain  ^  but  fo  weak  are  we,  and  fo 
guided  by  the  prejudices  we  fancy  we 
defpife,  that  I  cannot  bear  my  Emily,  after 
refufing  a  coach  and  fix,  mould  live  without 
an  equipage  fuitable  at  leaft  to  her  birth, 

and 
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and  the  manner  in  which  fhe  has  always 
lived  when  in  England. 

I  know  this  is  folly,  that  It  is  a  defpi- 
cable  pride  -,  but  it  is  a  folly,  a  pride,  I 
cannot  conquer. 

There  are  moments  when  I  am  above 
all  this  childifh  prejudice,  but  it  returns 
upon  me  in  fpite  of  myfelf. 

Will  you  come  to  us,  my  Lucy  ?  Tell 
my  mother,  I  will  build  her  a  ruftic  pa- 
lace, and  fettle  a  little  principality  on  you 
both. 

I  make  this  a  private  excurfion,  becaufe 
I  don't  choofe  any  body  mould  even  guefs 
at  my  views.  I  fhall  fet  out  in  the  even- 
ing, and  make  a  circuit  to  crofs  the  river 
above  the  town. 

I  fhall  not  even  take  leave  at  Silleri,  as 

I  propofe  being  back  in  four  days,  and  I 

5  know 
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know  your  friend  Bell  will  be  inquifitive 
about  my  journey. 

Adieu  ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  RivePvS. 


LETTER      LXXXIV. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Silleri,  March  6. 

YOUR  brother  is  gone  nobody  knows 
whither,  and  without  calling  upon 
us  before  he  fet  off;  we  are  piqued, 
I  aflure  you,  my  dear,  and  with  fome 
little  reafon. 

Very 
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Four  o'clock. 

Very  ftrange  news,  Lucy;  they  fay 
Colonel  Rivers  is  gone  to  marry  Madame 
Des  Roches,  a  lady  at  whofe  houfe  he  was 
fome  time  in  autumn  ;  if  this  is  true,  I 
forfwear  the  whole  fex  :  his  manner  of 
flealing  off  is  certainly  very  odd,  and  fhe 
is  rich  and  agreeable;  but,  if  he  does  not 
love  Emily,  he  has  .been  exceflively  cruel 
in  fhewing  an  attention  which  has  de- 
ceived her  into  a  paftion  for  him.  I  can- 
not believe  it  pofilble  :  not  that  he  has 
ever  told  her  he  loved  her ;  but  a  man  of 
honour  will  not  tell  an  untruth  even  with 
his  eyes,  and  his  have  fpoke  a  very  une- 
quivocal language. 

I  never  faw  any  thing  like  her  confu- 
fion,  when  fhe  was  told  he  was  gone  to 
vifit  Madame  Des  Roches  ;  but,  when  it 
was  hinted  with  what  defign,  I  was  obli- 
ged to  take  her  out  of  the  room,  or  fhe 
would  have  difcovered  all  the  fondnefs  of 
3  her 
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her  foul..    I   really   thought  me   would, 
have  fainted  as  I  led  her  out.. 


Eight  o'clock. 

I- have  fent  away  all  the  men,  and  drank 
tea  in  Emily's  apartment ;  me  has  fcarce 
fpoke  to  me  ;  I  am  miferable  for  her  j  fhe 
has  a  palenefs  which  alarms  me,,  the  tears 
ileal  every  moment  into  her  lovely  eyes. 
Can  Rivers  act  fo  unworthy  a  part  ?  her 
tendernefs  catfnot  have  been  unobferved 
by  him  ;  it  was  too  vifible  to  every  body. 


9th,  Ten  o'clock. 

Not  a  line  from  your  brother  yet; 
only  a  confirmation  of  his  being  with 
Madame  Des  Roches,  having  been  icen 
there  by  fome  Canadians  who  are  come 
up  this  morning  :  I  am  not  quite  pleafed, 
though  I  do  not  believe  the  report ;  he 
might  have  told  us  furely  where  he  was 
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I  pity  Emily  beyond  words ;  me  fays 
nothing,  but  there  is  a  dumb  eloquence 
in  her  countenance  which  is  not  to  be  de- 
fcribed. 

Twelve  o'clock* 

I  have  been  an  hour  alone  with  the  dear 
little  girl,  who  has,  from  a  hint  I  dropt 
on  purpofe,  taken  courage  to  fpeak  to  me 
on  this  very  interefting  ftibjecT: ;  fhe  fays, 
fhe  lhall  be  moft  unhappy  if  this  re- 
port is  true,  though  without  the  leaft 
right  to  complain  of  Colonel  Rivers, 
who  never  even  hinted  a  word  of  any 
affection  for  her  more  tender  than 
friendfhip  •,  that  if  her  vanity,  her  felf- 
love,  or  her  tendernefs,  have  deceived 
her,  fhe  ought  only  to  blame  herfelf." 
She  added,  "  that  fhe  wifhed  him  to 
marry  Madame  Des  Roches,  if  me 
could  make  him  happy  jj*  but  when  fhe 
faid  this,  an  involuntary  tear  feemed  to 
contradict  the  generofity  of  her  fenti- 
ments, 

I  beg 
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I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear,  but  my 
efteem  for  your  brother  is  greatly  lefifen- 
ed  ;  I  cannot  help  fearing  there  is  fome- 
thing  in  the  report,  and  that  this  is  what 
Mrs.  Melmoth  meant  when  fhe  men- 
tioned his  having  an  attachment. 

I  fhail  begin  to  hate  the  whole  fex, 
Lucy,  if  I  find  your  brother  unworthy, 
and  mail  give  Fitzgerald  his  difmiflion 
immediately. 

I  am  afraid  Mrs.  Melmoth  knows  men 
better  than  we  foolifh  girls  do :  me  faid, 
he  attached  himfelf  to  Emily  merely  from 
vanity,  and  I  begin  to  believe  fhe  was 
right :  how  cruel  is  this  conduct !  The 
man  who  from  vanity,  or  perhaps  only  to 
amufe  an  idle  hour,  can  appear  to  be  at- 
tached where  he  is  not,  and  by  that 
means  feduce  the  heart  of  a  deferving  wo- 
man, or  indeed  of  any  woman,  falls  in 
my  opinion  very  little  fhort  in  bafenefs  of 
him  who  praclifes  a  greater  degree  of  fe- 
du&ion. 

•   What 
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What  right  has  he  to  make  the  mod 
amiable  of  women  wretched  ?  a  woman 
who  would  have  deferved  him  had  he 
been  monarch  of  the  univerfal  world !  I 
might  add,  who  has  facrificed  eafe  and 
affluence  to  her  tendernefs  for  him  ? 

You  will  excufe  my  warmth  on  fuch  an 
occafion-,  however,  as  it  may  give  you 
pain,  I  will  fay  no  more. 

Adieu  I 

Your  faithful 

A.  FERMORt 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXXXV. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Kamarafkas,  March  \z+ 

I  Have  met  with  fomething,  my  dear 
Lucy,  which  has  given  me  infinite 
uneafinefs  \  Madame  Des  Roches,  from 
my  extreme  zeal  to  ferve  her  in  an  affair 
wherein  fhe  has  been  hardly  ufed,  from 
my  fecond  vifit,  and  a  certain  involun- 
tary attention,  and  foftnefs  of  manner,  I 
have  to  all  women,  has  fuppofed  me  in. 
love  with  her,  and  with  a  franknefs  I  can- 
not but  admire,  and  a  delicacy  not  to  be 
defcribed,  has  let  me  know  I  am  far  from 
being  indifferent  to  her. 

I  was  at  firft  extremely  embarrafTed  \ 
but  when  I  had  reflected  a  moment,  I  con- 
sidered that  the  ladies,  tho'  another  may 
be  the  object,  always  regard  with  a  kind 

q£ 
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of  complacency  a  man  who  loves^  as  one 
who  acknowledges  the  power  of  the  fex» 
whereas  an  indifferent  is  a  kind  of  rebel 
to  their  empire  ;  I  confidered  alfo  that  the 
confeflion  of  a  prior  inclination  faves  the 
mod  delicate  vanity  from  being  wounded  -3 
and  therefore  determined  to  make  her  the 
confidante  of  my  tendernefs  for  Emily  ; 
leaving  her  an  opening  to  fuppofe  that,  if 
my  heart  had  been  dilengaged,  it  could 
not  have  efcaped  her  attractions. 

I  did  this  with  all  poflible  precaution, 
and  with  every  foftening  that  fricndfhip  and 
politenefs  could  fugged  •,  fhe  was  mocked 
at  my  confeflion,  but  foon  recovered  her- 
felf  enough  to  tell  me  fhe  was  highly  flat- 
tered by  this  proof  of  my  confidence  and 
efleem  ;  that  fhe  believed  me  a  man  to 
have  only  the  more  refpect  for  a  woman 
who  by  owning  her  partiality  had  told 
me  fhe  confidered  me  not  only  as  the 
moft  amiable,  but  the  moil  noble 
of  my  fex ;  that  fhe  had  heard,  no 
love  was  fo|  tender  as  that  which  was  the 

child 
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child  of  friendfhip  ;  but  that  of  this  fh« 
was  convinced,  that  no  friendfhip  was  fo 
tender  as  that  which  was  the  child  of 
love  j  that  fhe  offered  me  this  tender,  this 
lively  friendfhip,  and  would  for  the  fu- 
ture find  her  happinefs  in  the  confidera- 
tion  of  mine. 

Do  you  know,  my  dear,  that  fince  this 
confeflion,  I  feel  a  kind  of  tendernefs  for 
her,  to  which  I  cannot  give  a  name  ?  It  is 
not  love  ;  for  I  love,  I  idolize  another  : 
but  it  is  fofter  and  more  pleafing,  as  well 
as  more  animated,  than  friendfhip. 

You  cannot  conceive  what  pleafure  I 
find  in  her  converfation  ;  fhe  has  an  ad- 
mirable underflanding,  a  feeling  heart, 
and  a  mixture  of  foftnefs  and  fpirit  in  her 
manner,  which  is  peculiarly  pleafing  to 
men.  My  Emily  will  love  h«r  ;  I  muft 
bring  them  acquainted :  fhe  promifes  to 
come  to  Quebec  in  May  •,  I  fhull  be  happy 
to  fhew  her  every  attention  when  there. 

I  have 
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I  have  feen  the  lands,  and  am  pleafed 
with  them  :  I  believe  this  will  be  my  re- 
fidence,  if  Emily,  as  I  cannot  avoid 
hoping,  will  make  me  happy  •,  I  fhall  de- 
clare myfelf  as  loon  as  I  return,  but  muft 
continue  here  a  few  days  longer  :  I  mall 
not  be  lefs  pleafed  with  this  fituation  for 
its  being  fo  near  Madame  Des  Roches,  in 
whom  Emily  will  find  a  friend  worthy  of 
her  efceem,  and  an  entertaining  lively 
companion. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Lucy  ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers. 

I  have  fixed  on  the  lovelieft  fpot  on 
earth,  on  which  to  build  a  houfe 
for  my  mother :  do  I  not  expect 
too  much  in  fancying  me  will  fol- 
low me  hither  ? 

LET- 
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LETTER      LXXXVL 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Silleri,  March  13. 

STILL  with  Madame  Des  Roches; 
appearances  are  rather  againft  him, 
you  muft  own,  Lucy  :  but  I  will  not  lay 
all  I  think  to  you.  Poor  Emily  !  we 
difpute  continually,  for  Ihe  will  perfilt  in 
defending  his  conduct  •,  Ihe  fays,  he  has 
a  right  to  marry  whoever  he  pleafes  ;  that 
her  loving  him  is  no  tie  upon  his  honor, 
efpecially  as  he  does  not  even  know  of  this 
preference  ;  that  fhe  ought  only  to  blame 
the  weaknefs  of  her  own  heart,  which  has 
betrayed  her  into  a  falfe  belief  that  their 
tendernefs  was  mutual :  this  is  pretty  talk- 
ing, but  he  has  done  every  thing  to  con- 
vince her  of  his  feeling  the  ftrongeft  paf- 
fion  for  her,  except  making  a  formal  de- 
claration. 

She 
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She  talks  of  returning  to  England  the 
moment  the  river  is  open  :  indeed,  if  your 
brother  marries,  it  is  the  only  ftep  left  her 
to  take.  I  almoft  wifh  now  (he  had  married 
Sir  George:  flxe  would  have  had  all  the 
douceurs  of  marriage;  and  as  to  love,  I  be- 
gin to  think  men  incapable  of  feeling  it : 
fome  of  them  can  indeed  talk  well  on  the 
fubjed;  but  felf-intereft  and  vanity  are  the 
real  paflions  of  their  fouls.  I  deteft  the 
whole  fex. 

Adieu  I 

A.  Fjermor^ 


Yol.  n.  F  L  E  T- 
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To  the  Earl  of 
My  Lord, 


Silleri,  March  13, 


I  GENERALLY  diftruft  my  own  opi- 
nion when  it  differs  from  your  Lord- 
fhip's ;  but  in  this  inftance  I  am  mofl  cer- 
tainly in  the  right :  allow  me  to  fay,  no- 
thing can  be  more  ill-judged  than  your 
Lordfhip's  defign  of  retiring  into  a  fmall 
circle,  from  that  world  of  which  you  have 
fo  long  been  one  of  the  mod  brilliant  or- 
naments. What  you  fay  of  the  difagree- 
ablenefs  of  age,  is  by  no  means  applicable 
to  your  Lordfhip  •,  nothing  is  in  this  re- 
fpect  fo  fallible  as  the  parifh  regifter. 
Why  mould  any  man  retire  from  fociety 
whilft  he  is  capable  of  contributing  to  the 
pleafures  of  it  ?  Wit,  vivacity,  good-na- 
ture, and  politenefs,  give  an  eternal  youth, 
as  ilupidity  and  morofenefs  a  premature 

old 
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old  age.  Without  a  thoulandth  part  of 
your  Lordfhip's  mining  qualities,  I  think 
myfelf  much  younger  than  half  the  boys 
about  me,  merely  becaufe  I  have  more 
good-nature,  and  a  ftronger  defire  of 
pleafing. 

My  daughter  is  much  honored  by  your 
Lordfhip's  enquiries  :  fhe  is  Bell  Fermof 
ftill  -,  but  is  addrerTed  by  a  gentleman  who 
is  extremely  agreeable  to  me,  and  I  believe 
not  lefs  fo  to  her ;  I  however  know  too  well 
the  free  fpirit  of  woman,  of  which  fhe  has 
her  full  fhare,  to  let  Bell  know  I  ap- 
prove her  choice ;  I  am  even  in  doubt 
whether  it  would  not  be  good  policy  to 
feem  to  diflike  the  match,  in  order  to  fe- 
cure  her  confent :  there  is  fomething  very 
pleafing  to  a  young  girl,  in  oppofing  the 
will  of  her  father. 

To  fpeak  truth,  I  am  a  little  out  of  hu- 
mor with  her  at  prefent,  for  having  con- 
tributed, and  I  believe  entirely  from  a  fpi- 
rit of  oppofition  to  me,  to  break  a  match 
F  2  on 
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on  which  I  had  extremely  fet  my  heart ; 
the  lady  wa9  the  niece  of  my  particular 
friend,  and  one  of  the  moft  lovely  and  de-r 
ferving  women  I  ever  knew;  the  gentle-, 
man  very  worthy,  with  an  agreeable,  in- 
deed a  very  handlbme  perfon,  and  a  for- 
tune which  with  thofe  who  know  the 
world,  would  have  compenfated  for  the 
want  of  moft  other  advantages. 

The  fair  lady,  after  an  engagement  of 
two  years,  took  a  whim  that  there  was  no 
happinefs  in  marriage  without  being  mad- 
ly in  love,  and  that  her  paflion  was  not 
fufRciently  romantic ;  in  which  piece  of 
folly  my  rebel  encouraged  her,  and  thz 
affair  broke  off  in  a  manner  which  has 
brought  on  her  the  imputation  of  having 
given  way  to  an  idle  prepofFefTion  in  fa* 
vor  of  another. 

Your  Lordfhip  will  excufe  my  talking 
on  a  fubjeft  very  near  my  heart,  though 
uninterefting  to  you ;  I  have  too  often  ex- 
perienced your  Lordftiip's  indulgence  to 

doulx 


EMILY    MONTAGUE,     xox 

doubt  it  on  this  occafion  :  your  good-na- 
tured philofophy  will  tell  you,  much  fewer 
people  talk  or  write  to  amufe  or  inform 
their  friends,  than  to  give  way  to  the  feel- 
ings of  their  own  hearts,  or  indulge  the 
governing  paflion  of  the  moment. 

In  my  next,  I  will  endeavor  in  the  beft 
manner  I  can,  to  obey  your  Lordfhip's 
commands  in  regard  to  the  political  and 
religious  (late  of  Canada  :  I  will  make  a_ 
point  of  getting  the  bed  information  poiV 
Iible;  what  I  have  yet  ken>  has  been  only 
the  furface. 

I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
My  Lord, 

Your  Lordihip's  &c. 

William  Ferm^r. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER      LXXXVUL 
To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street, 

Silleri,  March  i6,  Mondajr. 

YOUR  brother  is  come  back;  and  has 
been  here:  he  came  after  dinner  yel- 
terday.  My  Emily  is  more  than  woman; 
I  am  proud  of  her  behaviour :  he  entered 
with  his  nfual  impatient  air;  fhe  received 
him  with  a  dignity  which  aftonifhed  me, 
<and  difconcerted  him:  there  was  a  cool  dif- 
paflionate  indifference  in  her  whole  man- 
ner, which  I  faw  cut  his  vanity  to  the 
quick,  and  for  which  he  was  by  no  means 
prepared. 

On  fnch  an  occafion  I  mould  have  flirt- 
ed  violently  with  fome  other  man,  and 
have  fhewed  plainly  I  was  piqued:  fhe 
judged  much  better  \  I  have  only  to  wifli 

it 
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it  may  laft.  He  is  the  verieft  coquet  in 
nature  ;  for,  after  all,  I  am  convinced  he 
loves  Emily. 

He  flayed  a  very  little  time,  and  has 
not  been  here  this  morning  -y  he  may  pout 
if  he  pleafes,  but  I  flatter  myfelf  we  fliall 
hold  out  the  longeft. 

Nine  o'clock. 

He  came  to  dine;  we  kept  up  our  flate 
all  dinner  time ;  he  begged  a  moment's 
converfation,  which  we  refufed,  but  with 
a  timid  air  that  makes  me  begin  to  fear 
we  mail  beat  a  parley :  he  is  this  moment 
gone,  and  Emily  retired  to  her  apartment 
on  pretence  of  indifpofition  :  I  am  afraid 
me  is  a  fooliih  girl. 

Half  hour  after  fix. 

It  will  not  do,  Lucy :  I  found  her  in 
tears  at  the  window,  following  Rivers's 
carriole  with  her  eyes  :  fhe  turned  to  me 
with  fuch  a  look — in  fhort,  my  dear, 

F  4  It  The 
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"  The  weak,  the  fond,  the  fool,  the 
"  coward  woman" 

has  prevailed  over  all  her  refolution :  her 
love  is  only  the  more  violent  for  having 
been  a  moment  reftrained ;  lhe  is  not 
eaual  to  the  tafk  fhe  has  undertaken;  her 
refentment  was  concealed  tendernefs,  and 
lias  retaken  its  firft  form. 

I  am  forry  to  find  there  is  not  one  vvift 
woman  in  the  world  but  myfelf. 

Pafl:  ten, 

I.  have  been  with  her  again :  me  feemed 
a  little  calmer ;  I  commended  her  fpirit ; 
fhe  difavowed  it  •,  was  peevifh  with  me, 
angry  with  her felf  •,  faid  me  had  acted  in 
a  manner  unworthy  her  character;  accuf- 
ed  herfelf  of  caprice,  artifice,  and  cru- 
elty ;  faid  {he  ought  to  have  feen  him,  if 
not  alone,  yet  with  me  only  :  that  it  was 
natural  he  mould  be  furprized  at  a  recep- 
tion fo  inconfiitent  with  true  friendmip, 
and  therefore  that  he  fhould  wifh  an  ex- 
planation ; 
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planation  •,  that  her  Rivers  (and  why  not 
Madame  Des  Roches's  Rivers?)  was  in- 
capable of  acting  other  wife  than  as  became 
the  befl  and  moil  tender  of  mankind,  and 
that  therefore  me  ought  not  to  have  fuf- 
fered  a  whifper  injurious  to  his  honor: 
that  I  had  meant  well,  but  had,  by  de- 
priving her  of  Rivers's  friendfhip,  which 
ihe  had  loft  by  her  haughty  behaviour, 
deftroyed  all  the  happinefs  of  her  life. 

To  be  fure,  your  poor  Bell  is  always 
4p  blame :  but  if  ever  I  intermeddle  be- 
tween lovers  again,  Lucy— 

I  am  fure  me  was  ten  times  more  angry 
with  him  than  I  was,  but  this  it  is  to  be 
too  warm  in  the  intereft  of  our  friends. 

Adieu !  till  to-morrow. 

Yours, 

A,  Fermoe, 


F  5  I  cai 
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I  can  only  fay,  that  if  Fitzgerald  had 
vifited  a  handfome  rich  French  widow, 
and  ftaid  with  her  ten  days  tete-a-tete  in 
the  country,  without  my  permiflion — 

O  Heavens !  here  is  mon  cher  pere :  I 
muft  hide  my  letter. 

Bon  fitri, 


LETTER      LXXXIX. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Quebec,  March  6. 

I  CANNOT  account,  my  dear,  for  what 
has  happened  to  me.  I  left  Madame 
Des  Roches's  full  of  the  warm  impatience 
of  love,  and  flew  to  my  Emily  at  Silleri : 
I  was  received  with  a  difdainful  coldnefs 
which  I  did  not  think  had  been  in  her  na- 
ture, and  which  has  fhocked  me  beyond 
all  expreflion. 

I  went 
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I  went  again  to-day,  and  met  with  the 
fame  reception ;  I  even  faw  my  prefence 
was  painful  to  her,  therefore  fliortened  my 
vifit,  and,  if  I  have  refolution  to  perfevere, 
will  not  go  again  till  invited  by  Captain 
Fermor  in  form. 

I  could  bear  any  thing  but  to  lofe  her 
affection  •,  my  whole  heart  was  fet  upon 
her:  I  had  every  reafon  to  believe  myfelf 
dear  to  her.  Can  caprice  find  a  place  in 
that  bofom  which  is  the  abode  of  every 
virtue  ? 

I  mud  have  been  mifreprefented  to  her, 
or  furely  this  could  not  have  happened  : 
I  will  wait  to-morrow,  and  if  I  hear  no- 
thing will  write  to  her,  and  afk  an  expla- 
nation by  letter-,  fhe  refufed  me  a  verbal 
one  to-day,  though  I  begged  to  fpeak  with 
her  only  for  a  moment. 


F  6  I  have 
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Taefday, 
I  have  been  afked  on  a  little  riding  par- 
ty, and,  as  I  cannot  go  to  Silleri,  have 
accepted   it :   it  will   amnfe   my  prefent 

anxiety. 

I  am  to  drive  Mademoifelle  Clairaut, 
a  very  pretty  French  lady :  this  is  how- 
ever of  no  confequence,  for  my  eyes  fee 
nothing  lovely  but  Emily. 

Adieu  ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Riveps, 


i 
V 


LET- 
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LETTER       XC, 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clargcs  Street. 

Silkri,  Wednefday  morning, 

POOR  Emily  is  to  meet  with  perpe- 
tual mortification :  we  have  been 
carrioling  with  Fitzgerald  and  my  father  ; 
and,  coming  back,  met  your  brother 
driving  Mademoifelle  Clairaut :  Emily- 
trembled,  turned  pale,  and  fcarce  returned 
Rivers's  bow ;  I  never  faw  a  poor  little 
girl  fo  in  love  *,  me  is  amazingly  altered 
within  the  laft  fortnight. 

Two  o'clock. 

A  letter  from  Mrs.  Melmoth :  I  fend 
you  a  copy  of  it  with  this. 

Adieu ! 

Yours, 

A*  Fermor. 

LET- 
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LETTER      XCI. 

To  Mifs  Montague,   at  Silleri. 

Montreal,  March  19. 

IF  you  are  not  abfolutely  refolved  on  de- 
ftruction,  my  dear  Emiiy,  it  is  yet  in 
your  power  to  retrieve  the  falfe  ftep  you 
have  made. 

Sir  George,  whofe  good-nature  is  in  this 
inftance  almoft  without  example,  has  been 
prevailed  on  by  Mr.  Melmoth  to  conient 
I  ihould  write  to  you  before  he  leaves 
Montreal,  and  again  offer  you  his  hand, 
though  rejected  in  a  manner  fo  very  mor- 
tifying both  to  vanity  and  love. 

He  gives  you  a  fortnight  to  confider  his 
offer,  at  the  end  of  which  if  you  refufe  him 
he  lets  out  for  England  over  the  lakes. 

Be 
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Be  allured,  the  man  for  whom  it  is  too 
plain  you  have  acted  this  imprudent  part, 
is  fo  far  from  returning  your  affection, 
that  he  is  at  this  moment  addreffing  ano- 
ther ;  I  mean  Madame  Des  Roches,  a  near 
relation  of  whofe  affured  me  that  there 
was  an  attachment  between  them  :  indeed 
it  is  impoffible  he  could  have  thought  of 
a  woman  whofe  fortune  is  as  fmall  as  his 
own.  Men,  Mifs  Montague,  are  not  the 
romantic  beings  you  feem  to  fuppofe 
them  -,  you  will  not  find  many  Sir  George 
Claytons. 

I  beg  as  early  an  anfwer  as  is  confident 
with  the  attention  fo  important  a  propo- 
fal  requires,  as  a  compliment  to  a  paffion 
fo  generous  and  difinterefted  as  that  of  Sir 
George.     I  am,   my  dear  Emily, 

Your  affectionate  friend, 

E.  Mel  moth; 


LET- 
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LETTER     XCII. 
To  Mrs.  Melmoth,  at  Montreal. 

Silleri,  March  19. 

I  AM  forry,  my  dear  Madam,  you 
fhould  know  fo  little  of  my  heart,  as 
to  fuppofe  it  poflible  I  could  have  broke 
my  engagements  with  Sir  George  from 
any  motive  but  the  full  conviction  of  my 
wanting  that  tender  affection  for  him,  and 
that  lively  tafte  for  his  converfation,  which 
alone  could  have  infured  either  his  feli- 
city or  my  own  •, l  happy  is  it  for  both  that 
I  difcovered  this  before  it  was  too  late  : 
it  was  a  very  unpleafing  circumftance, 
even  under  an  intention  only  of  marrying 
him,  to  find  my  friendfhip  ftronger  for 
another;  what  then  would  it  have  been 
under  the  moil  facred  of  all  engagements, 
that  of  marriage  ?  What  wretchednefs 
would  have  been  the  portion  of  both,  had 

timidity,. 
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timidity,  decorum,  or  falfe  honor,  carried 
me,  with  this  partiality  in  my  heart,  to 
fulfill  thofe  views,  entered  into  from  com- 
pliance to  my  family,  and  continued  from 
a  falfe  idea  of  propriety,  and  weak  fear  of 
the  cenfures  of  the  world  ? 

The  fame  reafon  therefore  ftill  fubfift- 
ing,  nay  being  every  moment  flronger, 
from  a  fuller  conviction  of  the  merit  of 
him  my  heart  prefers,  in  fpite  of  me,  to 
Sir  George,  our  union  is  more  impoflible 
than  ever. 

I  am  however  obliged  to  you,  and  Ma- 
jor Melmoth,  for  your  zeal  to  ferve  me, 
though  you  muft  permit  me  to  call  it  a 
miftaken  one  -,  and  to  Sir  George,  for  a 
conceflion,  which  I  own  I  mould  not  have 
made  in  his  fituation,  and  which  I  can 
only  fuppofe  the  effect  of  Major  Mel- 
moth's  perfuafions,  which  he  might  fup- 
pofe were  known  to  me,  and  an  imagina- 
tion that   my  fentiments  for   him   were 

changed : 
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changed  :   affure  him  of  my  efteem,   tho' 
love  is  not  in  my  power. 

As  Colonel  Rivers  never  save  me  the 
remoteft  reafon  to  fuppofe  him  more  than 
my  friend,  I  have  not  the  leafc  right  to 
difapprove  his  marrying  :  on  the  contrary, 
as  his  friend,  I  ought  to  wifh.  a  connexion 
which  I  am  told  is  greatly  to  his  advan- 
tage. 

To  prevent  all  future  importunity, 
painful  to  me,  and,  all  circumflances  con- 
fidered,  degrading  to  Sir  George,  whofe 
honor  is  very  dear  to  me,  though  I  am 
obliged  to  refufe  him  that  hand  which  he 
furely  cannot  wifh  to  receive  without  my 
heart,  I  am  compelled  to  fay,  that,  with- 
out an  idea  of  ever  being  united  to 
Colonel  Rivers,  I  will  never  marry  any 
other  man. 

Were  I  never  again  to  behold  him,  were 
he  even  the  hufband  of  another,   my  ten- 

dernefs, 
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dernefs,  a  tendernefs  as  innocent  as  it  is 
lively,  would  never  eeafe  :  nor  would  I 
give  up  the  refined  delight  of  loving  him, 
independently  of  any  hope  of  being  be- 
loved, for  any  advantage  in  the  power  of 
fortune  to  beftow, 

Thefe  being  my  fentiments,  fentiments 
\vhich  no  time  can  alter,  they  cannot  be 
too  foon  known  to  Sir  George :  I  would 
not  one  hour  keep  him  in  fufpence  in  a 
point,  which  this  ilep  feems  to  fay  is  of 
confequence  to  his  happinefs. 

Tell  him,  I  entreat  him  to  forget  me, 
and  to  come  into  views  which  will  make 
his  mother,  and  I  have  no  doubt  himielf, 
happier  than  a  marriage  with  a  woman 
whofe  chief  merit  is  that  very  fincerity  of 
heart  which  obliges  her  to  refufe  him, 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your  affectionate,  &c. 

Emily  MontagueJ 

LET- 


n6    THE    HISTORY    OF 

LETTER      XCIII. 

To  Mifs  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 

Silleri,  Thurfday. 

YOUR  brother  dines  here  to-day,  by 
my  father's  invitation ;  I  am  afraid 
it  will  be  but  an  awkward  party. 

Emily  is  at  this  moment  an  exceeding 
fine  model  for  a  ftatue  of  tender  melan- 
choly. 

Her  anger  is  gone  j  not  a  trace  remain? 
ing  ;  'tis  forrow,  but  the  moil  beautiful 
forrow  I  ever  beheld  :  me  is  all  grief  for 
having  offended  the  dear  man. 

I  am  out  of  patience  with  this  look  ;  it 
is  fo  flattering  to  him,   I  could  beat  her 

for 
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for  it :  I  cannot  bear  his  vanity  fhould  be 
fo  gratified. 

I  wanted  her  to  treat  him  with  a  faucy, 
unconcerned,  flippant  air  ;  but  her  whole 
appearance  is  gentle,  tender,  I  had  almoft 
faid  fupplicating :  I  am  afhamed  of  the 
folly  of  my  own  fex :  O,  that  I  could  to- 
day infpire  her  with  a  little  of  my  fpirit  ! 
flie  is  a  noor  tame  houfehold  dove,  and 
there  is  no  making  any  thing  of  her. 


Eleven  o'clock. 

v  For  my  ihepherd  is  kind,  and  my  heart 
"  is  at  eafe." 

'What  fools  women  are,  Lucy  !  He  took 
her  hand,  exprelfed  concern  for  her 
health,  foftened  the  tone  of  his  voice, 
looked  a  few  civil  things  with  thole  ex- 
prellive  lying  eyes  of  his,  and  without  one 

word 
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word  of  explanation  all  was  forgot  in  a 
moment. 

Good  night !   Yours, 

A.  Fsrmor. 


Heavens !  the  fellow  is  here,  has  fol- 
lowed me  to  my  drefling-room  •,  was  ever 
any  thing  fo  confident  ?  Thefe  modefl 
men  have  ten  times  the  afTurance  of  your 
impudent  fellows.  I  believe  abfolutely  he 
is  going  to  make  love  to  me  :  'tis  a  critical 
hour,  Lucy  ;  and  to  rob  one's  friend  of  a 
lover  is  really  a  temptation. 


Twelve  o'clock, 

The  dear  man  is  gone,  and  has  made 

all  up  :   he  infilled  on  my  explaining  the 

reafons  of  the  cold  reception  he  had  met 

9  with  > 
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with ;  which  you  know  was  impoflible, 
without  betraying  the  fecret  of  poor 
Emily's  little  foolifii  heart. 

I  however  contrived  to  let  him  know 
we  were  a  little  piqued  at  his  going  with- 
out feeing  us,  and  that  we  were  fome- 
thing  inclined  to  be  jealous  of  his  friend- 
Jhip  for  Madame  Des  Roches. 

He  made  a  pretty  decent  defence  ;  and, 
though  I  don't  abfolutely  acquit  him  of 
coquetry,  yet  upon  the  whole  I  think  I 
forgive  him. 

He  loves  Emily,  which  is  great  merit 
with  me  :  I  am  only  forry  they  are  two 
fuch  poor  devils,  it  is  next  to  impoflible 
they  fhould  ever  come  together. 

I  think  I  am  not  angry  now ;  as  to 
Emily,  her  eyes  dance  with  pleafure ;  fhe 
has  not  the  fame  countenance  as  in  the 

morning ; 
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morning  •,  this  love  is  the  fineft  cofmctick 


in  the  world. 


After  all,  he  is  a  charming  fellow,  and 
has  eyes,  Lucy  —  Heaven  be  praifed,  he 
never  pointed  their  fire  at  me  ! 

Adieu  !  I  will  try  to  fleep. 
Yours, 

A.  Fermor. 


LETTER      XCIV. 
To  Mifs  Rivers,   Clarges  Street. 

Quebec,  March  20. 

THE  coldnefs  of  which  I  complained, 
my  dear  Lucy,  in  regard  to  Emily, 
was  the  mofl  flattering  circumftance  which 
could  have  happened  :  I  will  not  fay  it 
6  was 
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was  the  effect  of  jealoufy,  but  it  certainly 
was  of  a  delicacy  of  affection  which  ex- 
tremely refembles  it. 

Never  did  fee  appear  fo  lovely  as  yefter- 
day  •,  never  did  fhe  difplay  fucfa  variety  of 
lovelinefs :  there  was  a  fomething  in  her 
look,  when  I  firft  addreffed  her  on  enter, 
ing  the  room,  touching  beyond  all  words, 
a  certain  inexpreffible  melting  languor,  a 
dying  foftnefs,  which  it  was  not  in  man 
to  fee  unmoved  :  what  then  muft  a  love? 
have  felt  ? 

I  had  the  pleafure,  after  having  been  in 
the  room  a  few  moments,  to  fee  this 
charming  languor  change  to  a  joy  which 
animated  her  whole  form,  and  of  which  T 
was  fo  happy  as  to  believe  myfeif  the 
caufe:  my  eyes  had  told  her  all  that 
paffed  in  my  heart  ;  hers  had  fhe  wed  me 
plainly  they  underftood  their  language. 
We  were  (landing  at  a  window  at  fome 
little  diftance  from  the  reft  of  the  com- 
pany, when  I  took  an  opportunity  of  hint- 

Vol,  II.  G  ing 
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ing  my  concern  at  having,  though  with- 
out knowing  it,  offended  her :  fhe  blufh- 
cd,  fhe  looked  down,  flie  again  raifed  her 
lovely  eyes,  they  met  mine,  fhe  fighed  $ 
I  took  her  hand,  me  withdrew  it,  but 
not  in  anger ;  a  fmile,  like  that  of  the 
poet's  Hebe,  told  me  I  was  forgiven. 

There  is  no  defcribing  what  then  pafTed 
in  my  foul  :  with  what  difficulty  did  I  re- 
Itrain  my  tranfports  !  never  before  did  I 
really  know  love :  what  I  had  hitherto 
felt  even  for  her,  was  cold  to  that  en- 
chanting, that  impaftioned  moment. 

She  is  a  thoufand  times  dearer  to  me  than 
life  :  my  Lucy,  I  cannot  live  without  her. 

I  contrived,  before  I  left  Silleri,  to 
fpeak  to  Bell  Fermor  on  the  fubjetf:  of 
Emily's  reception  of  me  •,  fhe  did  not 
fully  explain  herfelf,  but  fhe  convinced 
me  hatred  had  no  part  in  her  refentment. 

o  I  am 
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I  am  going  again  this  afternoon  :  every 
hour  not  parTed  with  her  is  loft. 

I  will  feek  a  favorable  occafion  of  tell- 
ing her  the  whole  happinefs  of  my  life  de- 
pends on  her  tendernefs. 

Before  I  write  again,  my  fate  will  pof- 
fibly  be  determined  :  with  every  reafon  to 
hope,  the  timidity  infeparable  from  love 
makes  me  dread  a  full  explanation  of  my 
fentiments  :  if  her  native  ibftnefs  fhould 
have  deceived  me  —  but  I  will  not  ftudy 
to  be  unhappy. 

Adieu ! 

Your  affe&ionatc 

Ed,  Rivers* 


Gs  LET« 
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LETTER       XCV. 


To  Mils  Rivers,  Clarges  Street. 


i 


Silleri,  March  20. 

HAVE  been  telling  Fitzgerald  I  am 
jealous  of  his  prodigious  attention  to 
Emily,  whofe  cecifbeo  he  has  been  the  lafi: 
ten  days  :  the  fimpleton  took  me  ferioufly, 
and  began  to  vindicate  himfelf,  by  ex- 
plaining the  nature  of  his  regard  for  her, 
pleading  her  late  indifpofition  as  an  ex- 
cufe  for  mewing  her  fome  extraordi- 
nary civilities. 

I  let  him  harangue  ten  minutes,  then 
frops  me  him  fhort,  puts  on  my  poetical 
face,  and  repeats, 

"  When  fweet  Emily  complains, 
"  I  have  fenfe  of  all  her  pains  ; 
"  But  for  little  Bella,  I 
"  Do  not  only  grieve,  but  die." 

He 
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He  fmiled,  killed  my  hand,  praifed  my 
amazing  penetration,  and  was  going  to 
take  this  opportunity  of  faying  a  thou- 
fand  civil  things,  when  my  divine  Rivers 
appeared  on  the  fide  of  the  hill  -,  I  flew  to 
meet  him,  and  left  my  love  to  finifh  the 
converfation  alone. 

Twelve  o'clock. 

I  am  the  happiefl  of  all  poffible  wo- 
men  ->  Fitzgerald  is  in  the  fullens  about 
your  brother  ,  furely  there  is  no  pleafure 
in  nature  equal  to  that  of  plaguing  a  fel- 
low who  really  loves  one,  efpecially  if  he 
has  as  much  merit  as  Fitzgerald,  for  other- 
wife  he  would  not  be  worth  tormenting. 
He  had  better  not  pout  with  me  s  I  be- 
lieve I  know  who  will  be  tired  firft. 


Eight  in  the  evening* 


I  have  pafTed  a  mod  delicious  day : 

e  head  to 
endeavor 


Fitzgerald  took  it  into  his  wife  head  to 
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endeavor  to  make  rne  jealous  of  a  little 
pert  Frenchwoman,  the  wife  of  a  Croix 
de  St.  Louis,  who  I  know  he  defpiles  •,  I 
then  thought  myfelf  at  full  liberty  to 
phy  off  all  my  airs,  which  I  did  with  in- 
effable fuccefs,  and  have  fent  him  home 
in  a  humor  to  hang  himfelf.  Your  bro- 
ther flays  the  evening,  fo  does  a  very 
handfome  fellow  I  have  been  flirting  with 
all  the  day :  Fitz  was  engaged  here  too, 
but  I  told  him  it  was  impoflible  for  him 
not  to  attend  Madame  La  BrofTe  to  Que- 
bec -9  he  looked  at  me  with  a  fpite  in  his 
countenance  which  charmed  me  to  the 
foul,  and  handed  the  fair  lady  to  his  car- 
riole. 

I'll  teach  him  to  coquet,  Lucy;  let 
him  take  his  Madame  La  BrofTe :  indeed, 
as  her  hufband  is  at  Montreal,  I  don't 
fee  how  he  can  avoid  purfuing  his  con- 
queft  :  I  am  delighted,  becaufe  I  know 
flie  is  his  averfion, 

Emily 
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Emily  calls  me  to  cards.     Adieu  !  my 
dear  little  Lucy. 

Yours, 

A.  Fermor^ 


LETTER      XCVI. 
To  Colonel  Rivers,  at  Quebec. 

Pall  Mall,  January  3. 

1H  AVE  but  a  moment,  my  dear  Ned, 
to  tell  you,  that  without  fo  much  as 
afking  your  leave,  and  in  fpite  of  all  your 
wife  admonitions,  your  lovely  fitter  has 
this  morning  confented  to  make  me  the 
happieft  of  mankind  :  to-morrow  gives 
me  all  that  is  excellent  and  charming  in 
woman. 

You  are  to  look  on  my  writing  this  let- 
ter as  the  ftrongeft  proof  I  ever  did,  or 
G  4  ever 
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ever  can  give  you  of  my  friendfhip.  I 
mull  love  you  with  no  common  affection 
to  remember  at  this  moment  that  there  is 
fuch  a  man  in  being  :  perhaps  you  owe 
this  recollection  only  to  your  being  bro- 
ther to  the  lovelieil  woman  nature  ever 
formed  -,  whofe  charms  in  a  month  have 
done  more  towards  my  converfion  than 
feven  years  of  your  preaching  would 
have  done.  I  am  going  back  to  Clarges 
Street,     Adieu  ! 

Yours,  &c. 

John  Temple. 


L    E    T    T    E-   R      XCVII. 

To  Colonel  Rivers,   at  Quebec. 

Clarges  Street,  January  3. 

I  AM  afraid  you  knew  very  little  of  the 
fex,  my  dear  brother,  when  you  cau- 
tioned me  fo  ilrongly  againft  loving  Mr, 

Temple : 
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Temple :  I  fhould  perhaps,  with  all  his 
merits  have  never  thought  of  him  but 
for  that  caution. 

There  is  fomething  very  interefting  ta 
female  curiofny  in  the  idea  of  thefe  very 
formidable  men,  whom  no  woman  can 
fee  v/ithout  danger  ;  we  gaze  on  the  ter- 
rible creature  at  a  diftance,  fee  nothing 
in  him  fo  very  alarming  ;  he  approaches, 
our  little  hearts  palpitate  with  fear,  he 
is  gentle,  attentive,  refpectful ;  we  are 
furprized  at  this  refpect,  we  are  fure  the 
world  wrongs  the  dear  civil  creature ; 
he  flatters,  we  are  pleafed  with  his  flat- 
tery -,  our  little  hearts  ftill  palpitate— but 
not  with  fear. 

In  fhort,  my  dear  brother,  if  you  wifh 
to  ferve  a  friend  with  us,  defcribe  him  as 
the  moil  dangerous  of  his  fex  ;  the  very 
idea  that  he  is  fo,  makes  us  think  refiil- 
ance  vain,  and  we  throw  down  our  de- 
fenfive  arms  in  abfolute  defpair, 

G  5  lam 
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I  am  not  fare  this  is  the  reafon  of  my 
difcovering  Mr.  Temple  to  be  the  moll 
amiable  of  men  ;  but  of  this  I  am  certain, 
that  I  love  him  with  the  moft  lively  affec- 
tion, and  that  I  am  convinced,  notwith- 
flanding  all  you  have  faid,  that  he  de- 
serves all  my  tendernefs. 

Indeed,  my  dear  prudent  brother, 
you  men  fancy  yourfelves  extremely 
wife  and  penetrating,  but  you  don't 
know  each  other  half  fo  well  as  we 
know  you  :  I  fhall  make  Temple  in 
a  few  weeks  as  tame  a  domeflic  animal 
as  you  can  poflibly  be,  even  with  your 
Emily. 

I  hope  you  won't  be  very  angry  with 
me  for  accepting  an  agreeable  fellow,  and 
a  coach  and  fix  :  if  you  are,  I  can  only 
fay,  that  finding  the  dear  man  Ileal  every 
day  upon  my  heart,  and  recollecting  how 
very  dangerous  a  creature  he  was,. 

it  I  held 
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"  I  held  it  both  fafeft  and  beft 
*  To  marry,  for  fear  you  mould  chide.5? 

Adieu  ! 

Your  affectionate,  &c, 

Lucy  RiversJ 

Pleafe  to  obferve,  mamma  was  on  Mr* 
Temple's  fide,  and  that  I  only  take  him 
from  obedience  to  her  commands.  He 
has  behaved  like  an  angel  to  her ;  but  I 
leave  himfelf  to  explain  how  :  fhe  has 
promifed  to  live  with  us.  We  are  going 
a  party  to  Richmond,  and  only  wait  for 
Mr.  Temple. 

With  all  my  pertnefs,  I  tremble  at  the 
idea  that  to-morrow  will  determine  the 
happinefs  or  mifery  of  my  life. 

Adieu  !  my  deareft  brother^ 
G  6  LET- 
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LETTER      XCVIII. 

To  John  Temple,  Efq-,  Pall  Mall. 

Quebec,  March  21. 

WERE  I  convinced  of  your  con- 
verfion,  my  dear  Jack,  I  fhould 
be  the  happieft  man  breathing  in  the 
thought  of  your  marrying  my  fifter  •,  but 
I  tremble  left  this  refolution  mould  be 
the  effect  of  pafTion  merely,  and  not  of 
that  fettled  efteem  and  tender  confidence 
without  which  mutual  repentance  will 
be  the  neceflary  confequence  of  your  con- 
nexion. 

Lucy  is  one  of  the  moft  beautiful  wo- 
men 1  ever  knew,  but  fhe  has  merits  ^f  a 
much  fuperior  kind  ;  her  understanding 
and  her  heart  are  equally  lovely  :  fhe  has 
alfo  a  fenfibiiity  which  exceedingly  alarms 
me  for  her,  as  I  know  it  is  next  to  impof- 

fible 
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fible  that  even  her  charms  can  fix  a  heart 
fo  long  accuftomed  to  change. 

Do  I  not  guefs  too  truly,  my  dear  Tem- 
ple, when  I  fuppofe  the  charming  miftrefs 
is  the  only  object  you  have  in  view ;  and 
that  the  tender  amiable  friend,  the  pleafino- 
companion,  the  faithful  confidante,  is 
forgot  ? 

I  will  not  however  anticipate  evils :  if 
any  merit  has  power  to  fix  you,  Lucy's 
cannot  fail  of  doing  it. 

I  expect  with  impatience  a  further  ac- 
count of  an  event  in  which  my  happinefs 
is  fo  extremely  interefted. 

If  me  is  yours,  may  you  know  her  va- 
lue, and  you  cannot  fail  of  being  happy  : 
I  only  fear  from  your  long  habit  of  im- 
proper attachments;  naturally,  I  know 
not  a  heart  filled  with  nobler  fentiments 

than 
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than  yours,  nor  is  there  on  earth  a  man 
for  whom  I  have  equal  efteem.     Adieu ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers- 


LETTER      XCIX. 
To  John  Temple,  Efq;  Fall  Mall- 
Quebec,  March  22* 

IH  AV  E  received  your  *fecond  letter, 
my  dear  Temple,  with  die  account  of 
your  marriage. 

Nothing  could  make  me  fo  happy  as  an 
event  which  unites  a  filler  I  idolize  to  the 
friend  on  earth  moft  dear  to  me,  did  I  not 
tremble  for  your  future  happinefs,  from 
my  perfect  knowledge  of  bath. 

I  knew 
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I  know  the  fenfibility  of  Lucy's  temper, 
and  that  Ihe  loves  you  :  I  know  alfo  the 
difficulty  of  weaning  the  heart  from  fuch 
a  habit  of  inconftancy  as  you  have  unhap- 
pily acquired. 

Virtues  like  Lucy's  will  for  ever  com- 
mand your  efteem  and  friendfhip ;  but  in 
marriage  it  is  equally  neceflary  to  keep 
love  alive :  her  beauty,  her  gaiety,  her  de- 
licacy, will  do  much ;  but  it  is  alfo  ne- 
cefiary,  my  deareft  Temple,  that  you; 
keep  a  guard  on  your  heart,  accuflomed 
to  liberty,  to  give  way  to  every  light 
impreflioiu 

I  need  not  tell  you,  who  have  experi- 
enced the  truth  of  what  I  fay,  that  happi- 
nefs  is  not  to  be  found  in  a  life  of  intrigue , 
there  is  no  real  pleafure  in  the  pofTeflion 
©f  beauty  without  the  heart-,  with  it,  the 
fears,  the  anxieties,  a  man  not  abfolutely 
deftitute  of  humanity  muft  feel  for  the 

honor 
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honor  of  her  who  ventures  more  than  life 
for  him,  muft  extremely  counterbalance 
his  tranfports. 

Of  all  the  fituations  this  world  affords, 
a  marriage  of  choice  gives  the  faireft  prof- 
peel:  of  happinefs  •,  without  love,  life  would 
be  a  taftelefs  void ;  an  unconnected  hu- 
man being  is  the  mod  wretched  of  all  crea- 
tures: by  love  I  would  be  underftood  to 
mean  that  tender  lively  friendfhip,  that 
mixed  fenfation,  which  the  libertine  never 
felt  j  and  with  which  I  flatter  myfelf  my 
amiable  filler  cannot  fail  of  infpiring  a 
heart  naturally  virtuous,  however  at  pre- 
fent  warped  by  a  foolifh  compliance  with 
the  world. 

I  hope,  my  dear  Temple,  to  fee  you  re- 
cover your  tafte  for  thole  pleafures  pecu- 
liarly fitted  to  our  natures  -,  to  fee  you  en- 
joy the  pure  delights  of  peaceful  domeftic 
life,  the  calm  focial  evening  hour,  the 
circle  of  friends,  the  prattling  offspring, 

and 
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and  the  tender  impaffioned  fmile  of  real 
love. 

Your  generality  is  no  more  than  I  ex- 
pelled from  your  character  •,  and  to  con- 
vince you  of  my  perfect  efteem,  I  fo  far 
accept  it,  as  to  draw  out  the  money  I 
have  in  the  funds,  which  I  intended  for 
my  After:  it  will  make  my  fettlement  here 
turn  to  greater  advantage,  and  I  allow 
you  the  pleafure  of  convincing  Lucy  of 
the  perfect  difintercftednefs  of  your  af- 
fection :  it  would  be  a  trifle  to  you,,  and 
will  make  me  happy. 

But  I  am  more  delicate  in  regard  to  my 

mother,  and  will  never  confent  to  refume 

the  eftate  I  have  fettled  on  her  :  I  efteem 

you  above  all  mankind,  but  will  not  let 

her  be  dependent  even  on  you  :  I  confent 

fhe  vifit  you  as  often  as  ihe  pleafes,  but 

infill   on  her   continuing   her    houfe   in 

I  town,  and  living  in  every  refpect  as  ihe 

has  been  accuftomed. 

As 
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As  to  Lucy's  own  little  fortune,  as  it 
Is  not  worth  your  receiving,  fuppofe  fhe 
lays  it  out  in  jewels  ?  I  love  to  fee 
beauty  adorned  5  and  two  thoufand 
pounds,  added  to  what  you  have  given 
her,  will  fet  her  on  a  footing  in  this: 
refpect  with  a  nabobefs. 

Your  marriage,  my  dear  Temple,  re- 
moves the  fbrongefb  objection  to  mine; 
the  money  I  have  in  the  funds*  which. 
whilft  Lucy  was  unmarried  I  never 
would  have  taken,  enables  me  to  fix- 
to  great  advantage  here.  I  have  now 
only  to  try  whether  Emily's  friendship 
for  me  is  fufficiently  ftrong  to  give  up 
all  hopes  of  a  return  to  England. 

I  fhall  make  an  immediate  trial :  you 
mall  know  the  event  in  a  few  days.  If 
flie  refufes  me,  I  bid  adieu  to  all  my 
fchemes,  and  embark  in  the  firft  Hup. 


Give 
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Give  my  kindeft  tendered  wifhcs  to  my 
mother  and  fitter.  My  dear  Temple,  only 
know  the  value  of  the  treafure  you  poilefs* 
and  you  mutt  be  happy.     Adieu ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers* 


LETTER      C 

To  the  Earl  of  • • 

My  Lord, 

Sillen,  March  z£ 

NOTHING  can  be  more  juft  than 
your  Lordfhip's  obfervation  \  and  I 
am  the  more  pleafed  with  it,  as  it  coincides 
with  what  I  had  the  honor  of  faying  to  you 
in  my  laft,  in  regard  to  the  impropriety, 
the  cruelty,  I  had  almoft  faid  the  injuftice, 

of 
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of  your  intention  of  deferring  that  world 
of  which  you  are  at  once  the  ornament 
and  the  example. 

Good  people,  as  your  Lordfhip  ob- 
ferves,  are  generally  too  retired  and  abftract- 
ed  to  let  their  example  be  of  much  fervice 
to  the  world :  whereas  the  bad,  on  the  con- 
trary, are  confpicuous  to  all;  they  (land 
forth,  they  appear  on  the  fore  gEOund  of 
the  picture,  and  force  themfelves  into  ob- 
fervation* 

*Tis  to  that  circumftance,  I  am  per- 
fuaded,  we  may  attribute  that  dangerous 
and  too  common  miftake,  that  vice  is  na- 
tural to  the  human  heart,  and  virtuous 
characters  the  creatures  of  fancy  j  a  miftake 
of  the  moft  fatal  tendency,  as  it  tends  to 
harden  our  hearts,  and  deftroy  that  mutual 
confidence  fo  necerTary  to  keep  the  bands 
of  fociety  from  loofening,  and  withour 
which  man  is  the  moft  ferocious  of  ail 
beafts  of  prey. 

Would 
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.Would  all  thofe  whofe  virtues  like 
your  Lordfhip's  are  adorned  by  po 
litenefs  and  knowledge  of  the  world, 
mix  more  in  fociety,  we  mould  foon 
fee  vice  hide  her  head:  would  all  the 
good  appear  in  full  view,  they  would, 
I  am  convinced,  be  found  infinitely  the 
majority. 

Virtue  is  too  lovely  to  be  hid  in  cells, 
the  world  is  her  fcene  of  action :  fhe  is 
loft,  gentle,  indulgent-,  let  her  appear 
then  in  her  own  form,  and  me  mud 
charm:  let  poiitenefs  be  for  ever  her 
attendant,  that  poiitenefs  which  can 
give  graces  even  to  vice  itfelf,  which 
makes  fuperiority  eafy,  removes  the 
fenfe  of  inferiority,  and  adds  to  every 
one's  enjoyment  both  of  himfelf  and 
others. 

I  am  interrupted,  and  mud  poftpone 
till  to-morrow  what  I  have  further  to  fay 

to 
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to  your  Lordfhip.     I  have  the  honor  to 
be,  my  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip's,  &c. 

W.  Fermor.' 


LETTER      CI. 

To  Mrs.  Temple,  Pall  Mall. 

Silleri,  March  25. 

YOUR  brother,  my  dear  Lucy,  has 
made  me  happy  in  communicating 
to  me  the  account  he  has  received  of  your 
marriage.  I  know  Temple  ;  he  is,  be- 
fides  being  very  handfome,  a  fine,  fpright- 
]y9  agreeable  fellow^  and  is  particularly 
formed  to  keep  a  woman's  mind  in  that 
kind  of  play,  that  gentle  agitation,  which 
will  for  ever  fecure  her  affection, 

ric 
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He  has  in  my  opinion  juft  as  much  co- 
quetry as  is  neceffary  to  prevent  marriage 
from  degenerating  into  that  fleepy  kind 
of  exiflence,  which  to  minds  of  the 
awakened  turn  of  yours  and  mine  would 
be  infupportable. 

•  He  has  alfo  a  fine  fortune,  which  I  hold 
to  be  a  pretty  enough  ingredient  in  mar- 
riage. 

In  fhort,  he  is  juft  fuch  a  man,  upon 
the  whole,  as  I  fhould  have  chofe  for  my- 
felf. 

Make  my  congratulations  to  the  dear 
man,  and  tell  him,  if  he  is  not  the 
happieft  man  in  the  world,  he  will 
forfeit  all  his  pretenfions  to  tafte ;  and 
if  he  does  not  make  you  the  happieft 
woman,  he  forfeits  all  title  to  my  fa- 
vor, as  well  as  to  the  favor  of  the  whole 
fex. 

I  meant 
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I  meant  to  fay  fomething  civil ;  but, 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  not  en  train  \ 
I  am  exceflively  out  of  humor :  Fitz- 
gerald has  not  been  here  of  feveral  days, 
but  fpends  his  whole  time  in  gallant- 
ing Madame  La  BrofTe,  a  woman  to 
whom  fie  knows  I  have  an  averfion,  and 
who  has  nothing  but  a  tolerable  com- 
plexion and  a  modeft  alTurance  to  recom- 
mend her. 

I  certainly  gave  him  fome  provoca-" 
tion,  but  this  is  too  much  :  however, 
'tis  very  well ;  I  don't  think  I  fhall 
break  my  heart,  though  my  vanity  is  a 
little  piqued.  I  may  perhaps  live  to  take 
my  revenge. 

I  am  hurt,  fJecaufe  I  began  really 
to  like  the  creature  •,  a  fecret  however  to 
which  he  is  happily  a  ftranger.  I  fhall  fee 
him  to-morrow  at  the  governor's,  and  fup- 
pofe  he  will  be  in  his  penitentials  :  I  have 
fome  doubt  whether  I  fhall  let  him  dance 

with 
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with  me  -,  yet  it  would  look  fo  particular 
to  refufe  him,  that  I  believe  I  mall  do  him 
the  honor. 

Adieu  ! 

Your  affectionate 

A.  Fermor* 

26th,  Thurfday,  1 1  at  night. 

No,  Lucy,  if  I  forgive  him  this,  I  have 
loft  all  the  free  fpirir  of  woman;  he  had 
the  infolence  to  dance  with  Madame  La 
Broffe  to-night  at  the  governor's.  I  never 
will  forgive  him.  There  are  men  perhaps 
quite  his  equals ! — but  'tis  no  matter — I 
do  him  too  much  honor  to  be  piqued — yet 
on  the  footing  we  were — I  could  not  have 
believed— 

Adieu ! 


Vol.  II.  H  I  was 


fjfi     THE    HISTORY    OF 

I  was  fo  certain  he  would  have  danced 
with  me,  that  I  refufed  Colonel  H — ,  one 
of  the  mod  agreeable  men  in  the  place, 
and  therefore  could  not  dance  at  all. 
Nothing  hurt  me  fo  much  as  the  imperti- 
nent looks  of  the  women  j  I  could  cry  for 
vexation. 

Would  your  brother  have  behaved  thus 
to  Emily  ?  but  why  do  I  name  other  men 
with  your  brother!  do  you  know  he  and 
Emily  had  the  good-nature  to  refufe  to 
dance,  that  my  fitting  ftill  might  be  the 
lefs  taken  notice  of?  We  all  played  at 
cards,  and  Rivers  contrived  to  be  of  my 
party,  by  which  he  would  have  won 
Emily's  heart  if  he  had  not  had  it  before. 

Good  night. 


LET- 
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L   E    TT.-.E    R      CII. 
To  Mrs.  Temple,  Pall  Mall." 

Quebec,  March  2. 

I  HAVE  beeri-  twice  at  Siller i  with  the 
intention  of  declaring  my  pafllon,  and 
explaining  my  fituation  to  Emily ;  but 
have  been  prevented  by  company,  which 
made  it  impofiible  for  me  to  find  the  op- 
portunity I  wifried. 

Had  I  found  that  opportunity,  I  am  not 
fure  I  mould  have  made  ufe  of  it  ^  a  degree 
of  timidity  is  infeparable  from  true  tender- 
nefs  •,  and  I  am  afraid  of  declaring  myfelf  a 
lover,  left,  if  not  beloved,  I  mould  lofe  the 
happinefs  I  at  preient  poffefs  in  vifiting 
her  as  her  friend:  I  cannot  give  up  the 
dear  delight  I  find  in  feeing  her,  in  hear- 
ing her  voice,  in  tracing  and  admiring 
every  fentiment  of  that  lovely  unaffected 
generous  mind  as  it  rifes. 

H  2  hi 
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In  fhort,  my  Lucy,  I  cannot  live  without 
her  efteem  and  friendfhip^  and  though  her 
eyes,  her  attention  to  me,  her  whole  man- 
ner, encourage  me  in  the  hope  of  being 
beloved,  yet  the  poffibility  of  my  being 
miftaken  makes  me  dread  an  explanation 
by  which  I  hazard  lofing  the  lively  plea- 
iure  I  find  in  her  friendfhip. 

This  timidity  however  muft  be  con^- 
quered;  'tis  pardonable  to  feel  it,  but 
not  to  give  way  to  it.  I  have  ordered 
my  carriole,  and  am  determined  to  make 
my  attack  this  very  morning  like  a  man 
of  courage  and  a  foldier. 

Adieu  ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers. 


A  letter 
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A  letter  from  Bell  Fermor,  to  whom  I 
wrote  this  morning  on  the  fubject: 

"  To  Colonel  Rivers,  at  Quebec' 

Silleri,  Friday  morning. 

cc  You  are  a  foolifh  creature,  and  know 
<c  nothing  of  women.  Dine  at  Silleri,  and 
"we  will,  air  after  dinner;  'tis  a  glorious 
"'day,  and  if  you  are  timid  in  a  covered 
*_c  carriole,  I  give  you  up. 

S  Adieu  ! 

"  tours, 

A.  Fermor." 


H3  LET« 
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LETTER      CUT. 

To  Mrs.V  Temple,  Pall  Mall. 

Quebfe'c,  March  27,  1 1  at  nigHt, 

SHE  is  an  angel,  my  dear  Lucy,  and 
no  words- can  do  her  juftice:  lam 
the  happieft  of  mankind  -9  I  painted  my 
paffion  with  alf  the  moving  eloquence  of 
undhTembled  love  ;  fhe  heard  me  with 
the  moft  flattering  attention ;  fhe  faid 
little,  but  her  looks,  her  air,  her  tone  of 
voice,  her  blufhes,  her  very  filence— how 
could  1  ever  doubt  her  tendernefs  ?  have 
not  thofe  lovely  eyes  a  thoufand  times 
betrayed  the  dear  fecret  of  her  heart  ? 

My  Lucy,  we  were  formed  foreacli  other; 
our  fouls  arc  of  intelligence ;  every  thought, 
every  idea — from  the  firfl  moment  I  beheld 
her — I  have  a  thoufand  things  to  fay,  but 
the  tumult  of  my  joy — ihe  has  given  me 
~   T  leave 
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leave  to  write  to  her  ;  what  has  fhe  not 
laid  in  that  permifilon  ? 

I  cannot  go  to  bed ;  I  will  go  and 
walk  an  hour  on  the  battery  ;  'tis  the 
lovelieil  night  I  ever  beheld,  even  in  Ca- 
nada :  the  day  is  fcarce  brighter. 


One  in  the  morning. 

I  have  had  the  fweeteft  walk  imagin- 
able :  the  moon  mines  with  a  fplendor  I 
never  faw  before  %  a  thoufand  ftreaming 
meteors  add  to  her  brightnefs  •,  I  have 
ftood  gazing  on  the  lovely  planet,  and 
delighting  myfelf  with  the  idea  that  'tis 
the  fame  moon  that  lights  my  Emily. 

Good  night,  my  Lucy  !  I  love  you 
beyond  all  exprefTion  •,  I  always  loved 
you  tenderly,  but  there  is  a  foftnefs 
about  my  heart  to-night-— this  lovely  wo- 
man— 

H  4  I  know 
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I  know  net  what  I  would  fay,  but  till 
this  night  I  could  never  be  faid  to  live. 

Adieu  !    Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers-* 


LETTER       CIV. 

To  Mrs*  Temple,  Pall  Mall. 

Quebec,  28th  Mardu 

I  HAD  this  morning  a  fhort  billet  from 
her  dear  hand,  entreating  me  to  make 
up  a  quarrel  between  Bell  Fermor  and  her 
lover  :  your  friend  has  been  indifcreet ; 
her  fpirit  of  coquetry  is  eternally  carrying 
her  wrong  \  but  in  my  opinion  Fitzgerald 
has  been  at  leaft  equally  to  blame. 

His  behaviour  at  the  governor's  on 
Thurfday  night  was  inexcufable,  as  it 
expofed  her  to  the  fneers  of  a  whole  circle 
of  her  own  fex,  many  of  them  jealous  of 
her  perfections* 

A  lover 
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A  lover  mould  overlook  little  caprices, 
where  the  heart  is  good  and  amiable  like 
Bell's :  I  fhould  think  myfelf  particu- 
larly obliged  to  bring  this  affair  to  an 
amicable  conelufion,  even  if  Emiry  Jiad 
not  defired  it,  as  I  was  originally  the  in- 
nocent caufe  of  their  quarrel.  In  my 
opinion  he  ought  to  beg  her  pardon  ; 
and,  as  a  friend  tenderly  interefted  for 
both,  I  have  a  right  to  tell  him  I  think 
{q  :  he  loves  her,  and  I  know  muft  fuffer 
greatly,  though  a  foolifh  pride  prevents 
his  acknowledging  it, 

My  greater!:  fear  is,  that  an  idle  refent- 
ment  may  engage  him  in  an  intrigue  with 
the  lady  in  question,  who  is  a  woman  of 
gallantry,  and  whom  he  may  find  very 
troubiefome  hereafter.  It  is  much  eafier 
to  commence  an  affair  of  this  kind  than 
to  break  it  off  j.  and  a  man,  though  his 
heart  was  difengaged,  fhould  be  always 
on  his  guard  againft  any  thing  like  an 
attachment  where  his  affections  are  not 
really  interefted :  mere  paflion  or  mere 
H  5  vanity 


154    THE    HISTORY    OF 

vanity  will  fupport  an  affair  en  paffant  i 
but,  where  the  leaft  degree  of  conftancy 
and  attention  are  expected,  the  heart  muft 
feel,  or  the  lover  is  fubjeffing  himfelf  to 
a  'flavery  as  irkfome  as  a  marriage  with- 
out inclination* 

Temple  will  tell  you  I  Ypeak  like  an 
oracle ;  for  I  have  often  feen  him  led  by 
vanity  into  this  very  difagreeable  fitua- 
tion  :  I  hopfe  I  am  not  too  late  to  fare 
Fitzgerald  from  it. 


Six  in  the  evening. 

All  goes  well :  his  proud  heart  is  come 
down,  he  has  begged  her  pardon,  and  is 
forgiven;  "you  have  no  idea  how  civil 
both  are.  to  me,  for  having  perfuaded 
them  to  do  what  eachof  them  hasr  longed 
to  do  from  the  -Brfl  moment :  I  love  to 
advife,  when  I  am  fure  the  heart  of  the 
perfon  advifed  is  on  my  fide.     Both  were 

to 


EMILY   MONTAGUE.    i$$ 

to  blame,  but  I  always  love  to  lave 'the 
ladies  from  any  thing  mortifying  to  the 
dignity  of  their  characters  ♦,  a  little  pride 
in  love  becomes  them,  but  not  us ;  and 
'tis  always  our  part  to  fubmit  on  thefe  oc- 
eaiions. 

I  never  faw  two  happier  people  than 
they  are  at  prefent,  as  I  have  a  little 
preferved  decorum  on  both  fides,  and 
taken,  the  whole  trouble  of  the  recon- 
ciliation on  myfelf.  Bell  knows  nothing 
of  my  having  applied  to  Fitzgerald,  nor 
he  that  I  did  it  at  Emily's  requeft :  my 
converfation  with  him  on  this  fubjeel: 
ieemed  accidental.  I  was  obliged  to 
leave  them,  having  bufinefs  in  town ; 
but  my  lovely  Emily  thanked  me  by  a 
fmile  which  would  overpay  a  thoufand, 
fuch  little  fervices. 

I  am  to  fpend  to-morrow  at  Silleri : 
how  long  mall  I  think  this  evening  ? 

H6  'Adieu! 
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Adieu  !  my  tendereft  wifhes  attend  you 
all! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers. 


LETTER      CV. 

To  Mrs.  Temple,  Pall  Mall. 

Sillcri,  March  27,  evenings 

FITZGERALD  has  been  here,  and 
has  begged  my  pardon  ;  he  declares 
he  had  no  thought  of  difpleafmg  me  at 
the  governor's,  but  from  my  behaviour 
was  afraid  of  importuning  me  if  he  ad- 
drefTed  me  as  ufual. 

I  thought  who  would  come  to  firfl  •,  for 
my  part,  if  he  had  flayed  away  for  ever,  £ 
would  not  have  fuffered  papa  to  invite  him 
to  Silleri :  it  was  eafy  to  fee  his  neglect  was- 
all  pique  j  it  would  have  been  extraordi- 
nary 
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nary  indeed  if  fuch  a  woman  as  Madame 
La  Broffe  could  have  rivalled  me :  I  am 
fomething  younger-,  and,  if  either  my 
glafs  or  the  men  are  to  be  believed, 
as  handfome  :  entre  nous^  there  is  fome 
little  difference  •,  if  fhe  was  not  fo 
very  fair,  fhe  would  be  abfolutely  ug- 
ly :  and  thefe  very  fair  women,  you 
know,  Lucyr  are  always  miipid  \  fhe 
is  the  tafte  of  no  man  breathing,  though: 
eternally  making  advances  to  every  man  % 
without  fpirit,  fire,  underilanding,  vi- 
vacity, or  any  quality  capable  of  mak- 
ing amends  for  the  mediocrity  of  her 
charms. 

Her  imolence  in  attempting  to  attach 
Fitzgerald  is  intolerable,  efpecially  when 
the  whole  province  knows  him  to  be  my 
lover :  there  is  no  expreffing  to  what  a 
degree  I  hate  her.. 

The  next  time  we  meet  I  hope  to  rec- 
tum her  impertinence  on  Thurfday  night 
at  the  governor's  :  I   will  never  forgive 
3  Fitzgerald 
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Fitzgerald  if  he  takes  the  lead  notice  of 
her. 


Emily  has  read  my  letter  ;  and  fays  fhe 
did  not  think  I  had  ib  much  of  the  wo- 
man in  me ;  infills  on  my  being  civil  to 
Madame  La  BrofTe,  but  if  I  am,  Lucy— » 

Thefe  Frenchwomen  are  not  to  be  fup- 
ported  -,  they  fancy  vanity  and  affurance 
are  to  make  up  for  the  want  of  every 
other  virtue ;  forgetting  that  delicacy, 
foftnefs,  fenfibility,  tendernefs,  are  at- 
tractions to  which  they  are  ftrangers : 
fome  of  them  here  are  however  tole- 
rably handfome,  and  have  a  degree  of 
livelinefs  which  makes  them  not  quite  in- 
fupportable. 

You  will  call  all  this  fpite,  as  Emily 
does,  fo  I  will  fay  no  more;  only  that,  in. 
order  to  fhew  her  how  very  eafy  it  is  to 
be  civil  to  a  rival,  I  wifh  for  the  pleafure 
of  feeing  another  French  lady,  that  I. 
could  mention,  at  Quebec. 

Good 
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Good  night,  my  dear !  tell  Temple,  I 
am  every  thing  but  in  love  with  him. 

Your  faithful 

A.  Fer'morJ 


will  however  own,  I  encouraged 
Fitzgerald  by  a  kind  look.  I  was 
fo  pleafed  at  his  return,  that  I  could 
not  keep  up  the  farce  of  difdain  I 
had  projected  :  in  love  affairs,  I  am 
afraid,  we  are  all  fools  alike. 


. 


L  E  T^ 
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LETTER      CVI0 
To  Mtfs  Fe  rmor. 


-r,  Saturday  nooiu 

COME  to  my  drefling-room,  my  dear ; 
I  have  a  thoufand  things  to  fay  to 
you  :  I  want  to  talk  of  my  Rivers,  to  tell 
you  all  the  weaknefs  of  my  foul. 

Nor  my  dear,  I  cannot  love  him  more, 
apaffion  like  mine  will  not  admit  addition ; 
from  the  firft  moment  I  faw  him  my  whole 
foul  was  his  :  I  knew  not  that  I  was  dear 
to  him  ;  but  true  genuine  love  is  felf-ex- 
iftent,  and  does  not  depend  on  being  be- 
loved :  I  mould  have  loved  him  even  had; 
he  been  attached  to  another. 

This  declaration  has  made  me  the  hap- 
pieft  of  my  fex  ;  but  it  has  not  increafed, 
it  could  not  increafe,.   my  tendernefs : 

with 


EMILY   MONTAGUE.     i6r 

with  what  foftnefs,  what  diffidence,  what 
refpedt,  what  delicacy,  was  this  decla- 
ration made  !  my  dear  friend,  he  is  a  god, 
and  my  ardent  affe&ion  for  him  is  fully 
juftified. 

I  love  him— no  words  can  fpeak  how 
much  I  love  him. 

My  pafllon  for  him  is  the  firft  and  mall 
be  the  laft  of  my  life :  my  bofom  never 
heaved  a  figh  but  for  my  Rivers. 

Will  you  'pardon  the  folly  of  a  heart 
which  till  now  was  afhamed  to  own  its 
feelings,  and  of  which  you  are  even  now 
the  only  confidante  ? 

I  find  all  the  world  fo  infipid,  nothing 
amufes  me  one  moment ;  in  fhort,  I  have 
no  pleafure  but  in  Rivers's  converfation, 
nor  do  I  count  the  hours  of  his  abfence  in 
my  exigence. 

I  know 
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I  know  all  this  will  be  called  folly,  but 
it  is  a  folly  which  makes  all  the  happinefs 
of  my  life. 

You  love,  my  dear  Bell ;  and  therefore 
will  pardon  the  weaknefs  of  your 

Emily. 


LETTER      CVIL 

To  Mifs  Montague; 


Saturday  ♦ 

YES,  my  dear,  I  love,  at  leaft  I  think 
fo  ;  but,  thanks  to  my  ftars,  not  in 
the  manner  you  do, 

I  prefer  Fitzgerald  to  all  the  reft  of  his 
fcx ;  but  /  count  the  hours  of  his  abfence  in 
my  exiftence,  and  contrive  fometimes  to 
pafs  them  pleafantly  enough,  if  any  other 

agreeable 
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agreeable  man  is  in  the  way :  in  fhort,  I 
relifh  flattery  and  attention  from  others, 
tho'  I  infinitely  prefer  them  from  him. 

I  certainly  love  him,  for  I  was  jealous* 
of  Madame  La  BrorTe  ;  but,  in  general,  I 
am  not  alarmed  when  I  fee  him  flirt  a  littler 
with  others.  Perhaps  my  vanity  was  as 
much  wounded  as  my  lover  with  regard 
to  Madame  La  Broffe. 

I  find  love  is  quite  a  different  plant  in 
different  foils  -y  it  is  an  exotic,  and  grows 
faintly,  with  us  coquets  ;  but  in  its  na- 
tive climate  with  you  people  of  fenfibi- 
lity  and  fentiment. 

Adieu  !  I  will  attend  you  in  a  quarter 
of  an  hour. 

Yours, 

A.  Fermor* 


LET- 
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LETTER      CVIIL 
To  Mifs  Fermor. 


NOT  alarmed,  my  dear,  at  his  atten- 
tion to   others  ?   believe  me,  you 
know  nothing  of  love. 

I  think  every  woman  who  beholds  my 
Rivers  a  rival  -9  I  imagine  I  fee  in  every 
female  countenance  a  paflion  tender  and 
lively  as  my  own ;  I  turn  pale,  my  heart 
dies  within  me,  if  I  obferve  his  eyes  a  mo- 
ment fixed  on  any  other  woman  ;  I  trem- 
ble at  the  poffibility  of  his  changing  -,  I 
cannot  fupport  the  idea  that  the  time  may 
come  when  I  may  be  lefs  dear  to  my  Ri- 
vers than  at  prefent.  Do  you  believe  it 
pofftble,  my  deareft  Bell,  for  any  heart, 
not  prepoflefTed,  to  be  infenfible  one  mo- 
ment to  my  Rivers  I 

He 
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He  is  formed  to  charm  the  foul  of  wo- 
man; his  delicacy,  his  lenfibility,  the. 
mind  that  fpeaks  through  thofe  eloqqent 
eyes  •,  the  thoufand  graces  of  his  air,  the 
found  of  his  voice  — my  dear,  I  never 
heard  him  fpeak  without  feeling  a  foft> 
nefs  of  which  it  is  impoflible  to  convey 
an  idea. 

But  I  am  wrong  to  encourage  a  tender- 
nefs  which  is  already  too  great ;  I  will 
think  lefs  of  him  ;  I  will  not  talk  of 
him;  do  not  fpeak  of  him  to  me,  my 
dear  Bell :  talk  to  me  of  Fitzgerald ; 
there  is  no  danger  of  your  pafllon  becom- 
ing too  violent. 

I  wifh  you  loved  more  tenderly,  my 
deareft  -,  you  would  then  be  more  indul- 
gent to  my  weaknefs :  I  am  afhamed  of 
owning  it  even  to  you. 

Afhamed,  did  I  fay  ?  no,  I  rather  glory 
in  loving  the  mod  amiable,  the  moft  an- 
gelic of  mankind6 

Speak 
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Speak  of  him  to  me  for  ever  •,  I  abhor 
all  converfation  of  which  he  is  not  the  fub- 
jec~t.     I  am  interrupted     Adieu  ! 

Your  faithful 

Emily. 


My  deareft,  I  tremble;  he  is  at  the 
door  •,  how  fhall  I  meet  him  without  be- 
traying all  the  weakneis  of  my  heart? 
come  to  me  this  moment,  I  will  not  go 
down  without  you.  Your  father  is  come 
to  fetch  me  •,  follow  me,  I  entreat :  I 
cannot  fee  him  alone  -y  my  heart  is  too 
much  foftened  at  this  moment.  He  muft 
not  know  to  what  excefs  he  is  beloved. 


LET. 
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LETTER      CIX. 

To  Mrs.  Temple,    Pall  Mall. 

Quebec,  March  28* 

I  AM  at  prefent,  my  dear  Lucy,  ex- 
tremely embarraffed  ;  Madame  Des 
Roches  is  at  Quebec  :  it  is  impofllble  for 
me  not  to  be  more  than  polite  to  her  -,  yet 
my  Emily  has  all  my  heart,  and  demands 
all  my  attention  ;  there  is  but  one  way  of 
feeing  them  both  as  ofteb  as  I  wifh  ;  'tis 
to  bring  them  as  ofteu  as  poflible  toge- 
ther:  I  wifh  extremely  that  Emily  would 
vifit  her,  but  'tis  a  point  of  the  utmoft 
delicacy  to  manage. 

Will  it  not  on  reflection  be  cruel  to 
Madame  Des  Roches  ?  I  know  her  gene- 
rofity  of  mind,  but  I  alfo  know  the 
weaknefs  of  the  human  heart :  can  fhe 
fee  with  pleafure  a  beloved  rival  I 

My 
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My  Lucy,  I  never  fo  much  wanted 
your  advice  :  I  will  confult  Bell  Fermor, 
who  knows  every  thought  of  my  Emily's 
heart. 

Eleven  o'clock. 

I  have  vifited  Madame  Des  Roches  at 
her  relation's;  fhe  received  me  with  a 
pleafure  which  was  too  vifible  not  to  be 
obferved  by  all  prefent :  fhe  blufhed,  her 
voice  faltered  when  fhe  addreffed  me; 
her  eyes  had  a  foftnefs  which  feemed  to 
reproach  my  infenfibility  :  I  was  mocked 
at  the  idea  of  having  infpired  her  with  a 
tendernefs  not  in  my  power  to  return  ^  I 
was  afraid  of  increafing  that  tendernefs  ; 
I  fcarce  dared  to  meet  her  looks. 

I  felt  a  criminal  in  the  prefence  of  this 
amiable  woman  ^  for  both  our  fakes,  I 
mull  fee  her  feldom  :  yet  what  an  ap- 
pearance will  my  neglect  have,  after  the 
attention  fhe  has  fhewed  me,  and  the 
friendfhip  foe  has  expreffed  for  me  to  all 
the  world  ? 

I  know 
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I  know  not  what  to  determine.  I  am 
.going  to  Silleri.    Adieu  till  my  return. 

Eight  o'clock, 
I  have  entreated  Emily  to  admit  Ma- 
dame Des  Roches  among  the  number  of 
her  friends,  and  have  afked  her  to  vifit 
her  to-morrow  morning :  fhe  changed 
color  at  my  requeft,  but  promifed  to  go. 

I  almoft  repent  of  what  I  have  done : 
I  am  to  attend  Emily  and  Bell  Fermor  to 
Madame  Des  Roches  in  the  morning :  I 
am  afraid  I  mall  introduce  them  with  a 
very  bad  grace.     Adieu  ! 

Your  affectionate 

Ed.  Rivers.' 


Vol.  II.  I  LET- 
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LETTER     CX. 

To  Mifs  Fermor, 

Sunday  morning* 

COULD  you  have  believed  he  would 
have  expected  fuch  a  proof  of  my 
deiire  to  oblige  him  ?  but  what  can  he  afk 
that  his  Emily  will  refufe  ?  I  will  fee  this 
friend  of  his,  this  Madame  Des  Roches  ;  I 
will  even  love  her,  if  it  is  in  woman  to  be 
fo  difinterefted.  She  loves  him  ;  he  fees 
her  j  they  fay  fhe  is  amiable ;  I  could  have 
wifhed  her  vifit  to  Quebec  had  been  de- 
layed. « 

But  he  comes ;  he  looks  up ;  his  eyes 
feem  to  thank  me  for  this  excefs  of  com- 
plaifance :  what  is  there  I  would  not  do 
to  give  him  pleafure  ? 

Do 
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Six  o'clock. 
Do  you  think  her  fo  very  pleafing,  my 
dear  Bell  ?  fhe  has  fine  eyes,  but  have  they 
not  more  fire  than  foftnefs  ?  There  was  a 
vivacity  in  her  manner  which  hurt  me  ex- 
tremely :  could  fhe  have  behaved  with 
fuch  unconcern,  had  fhe  loved  as  I  do? 

Do  you  think  it  poffible,  Lucy,  for  a 
Frenchwoman  to  love  ?  is  not  vanity  the 
ruling  pafiion  of  their  hearts  ? 

May  not  Rivers  be  deceived  in  fup- 
pofing  her  fo  m  uch  attached  to  him  ?  was 
there  not  fome  degree  of  affectation  in  her 
particular  attention  to  me  ?  I  cannot  help 
thinking  her  artful. 

Perhaps  I  am  prejudiced :  fhe  may  be 
amiable,  but  I  will  own  fhe  does  not  pleafe 
me. 


I  2  Rivers 
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Rivers  begged  me  to  have  a  friendfhip 
for  her ;  I  am  afraid  this  is  more  than  is 
in  my  power:  friendfhip,  like  love,  is  the 
child  of  fympathy,  not  of  conftraint. 

Adieu!  Yours, 

Emily  Montague. 


LETTER      CXI. 

To  Mifs  Montague, 

Monday. 

THE  inclofed,  my  dear,  is  as  much  to 
you  as  to  me,  perhaps  more  j  I  par- 
don the  lady  for  thinking  you  the  hand- 
fomeft.  Is  not  this  the  ftrongeft  proof  I 
could  give  of  my  friendfhip  ?  perhaps  I 
mould  have  been  piqued,  however,  had 

the 
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the  preference  been  given  by  a  man  •,  but 
I  can  with  great  tranquillity  allow  you  to 
be  the  women's  beauty. 

Dictate  an  anfwer  to  your  little  Bel!, 
who  waits  your  commands  at  her  bureau. 

Adieu  ! 


"  To  Mils  Fermor,  at  Silleri. 

Monday. 

"  You  and  your  lovely  friend  obliged 
me  beyond  words,  my  dear  Bell,  by 
your  vifit  of  yefterday  :  Madame  Des 
Roches  is  charmed  with  you  both : 
you  will  not  be  diiplealed  when  I  tell 
you  me  gives  Emily  the  preference; 
fhe  fays  ihe  is  beautiful  as  an  angel ; 
that  fhe  mould  think  the  man  infenfi- 
ble,  who  could  fee  her  without  love  ; 
that  flie  is  touchant,  to  ufe  her  own 
word,  beyond  any  thing  fhe  ever  be- 
held. 

I  3  "  She 
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"  She  however  does  juftice  to  youp 
"  charms,  though  Emily's  feem  to  affect 
u  her  moil.  She  even  allows  you  to  be 
"  perhaps  more  the  taile  of  men  in  gene-. 
"  ral. 

"  She  intends  paying  her  refpects  to 
"  you  and  Emily  this  afternoon  •,  and 
"  has  fent  to  defire  me  to  conduct  her. 
u  As  it  is  fo  far,  I  would  wifh  to  find. 
1'  you  at  home. 

"  Yours, 

"   Eo,HiV: 


LETTER      CXII. 

To  Mifs  Fermor. 

ALWAYS  Madame  Des  Roches !  but 
let  her  come  :  indeed,  my  dear,  me 
is  artful -,  me  gains  upon  him  by  this  ap- 
pearance of  senerofity  \  I  cannot  return  it, 

Ida 
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I  do  not  love  her  j  yet  I  will  receive  her 
with  poiitenefs. 

He  is  to  drive  her  too  •,  but  'tis  no 
matter  5  if  the  tendered  affection  can  ft> 
cure  his  heart,  I  have  nothing  to  fear  : 
loving  him  as  I  do,  it  is  impoflible  not  to 
be  apprehenfive :  indeed,  my  dear,  he 
knows  not  how  I  love  him. 


Adieu ! 


Your  Er.nLY. 


LETTER      CXIII. 

To  Mifs  FeImor. 

Monday  evening. 

SURELY  I  am  the  weakeft  of  my  weak 
lex ;  I  am  alhamed  to  tell  you  all  my 
feelings :  I  cannot  conquer  my  diGike  to 
I  4  Madame 
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Madame  Des  Roches :  me  faid  a  thoufand* 
obliging  things  to  me,  fhe  praifed  nay  Ri- 
vers; I  made  her  no  anfwer,  I  even  felt 
tears  ready  to  flart ;  what  muit  fhe  think 
of  me?  there  is  a  meannefs  in  my  jealoufy 
of  ber,  which  I  cannot  forgive  myfelf. 

I  cannot  account  for  her  attention  to 
me,  it  is  not  natural ;  fhe  behaved  to  me 
not  only  with  politenefs,  but  with  the  ap- 
pearance of  affection ;  fhe  feemed  to  feel 
and  pity  my  confufion.  She  is  either  the 
rnoft  artful,  or  the  moil  noble  of  women- 
Adieu  ! 

Your 

E  M  I  L  Y- 


I*  E  T- 
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LETTER      CXII. 

To  Mrs.  Temple,  Pall  Mall. 

Silleri,  March  29. 

WE  are  going  to  dine  at  a  farm-houfe 
in  the  country,  where  we  are  to 
meet  other  company,  and  have  a  ball :  the 
fnow  begins  a  little  to  foften,  from  the 
warmth  of  the  fun,  which  is  greater  than 
in  England  in  May.  Our  winter  parties 
are  almoft  at  an  end. 

My  father  drives  Madame  Des  Roches* 
who  is  of  our  party,  and  your  brother 
Emily  \  I  hope  the  little  fool  will  be  eafy 
now,  Lucy ;  me  is  very  humble,  to  be 
Jealous  of  one,  who,  though  really  very 
pleafing,  is  neither  fo  young  nor  fo  hand- 
fome  as  herfelf  -,  and  who  profelfes  to  wiih. 
only  for  Rivers's  friendfhip. 

I  5  But 
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But  I  have  no  right  to  fay  a  word 
on  this  fubjefr,  after  having  been  fo  ex- 
tremely hurt  at  Fitzgerald's  attention  to 
fuch  a  woman  as  Madame  La  Broffe  -,  an 
attention  too  which  was  fo  plainly  meant 
to  pique  me. 

We  are  all,  I  am  afraid,  a  little  ab- 
furd  in  thefe  affairs,  and  therefore  ought 
to  have  fome  degree  of  indulgence  for 
others. 

Emily  and  I,  however,  differ  in  our 
Ideas  of  love  :  it  is  the  bufinefs  of  her  life* 
the  amufement  of  mine ;  'tis  the  food  of 
her  hours,  the  feafoning  of  mine. 

Or,  in  other  words,  fhe  loves  like  a 
foolifh  woman,  I  like  a  fenfible  man  : 
for  men,  you  know,  compared  to  wo- 
men, love  in  about  the  proportion  of  one 
to  twenty. 

'Tis  a  mighty  wrong  thing,  after  all, 
Lucy,  that  parents  will  educate  creatures 

fo 
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fo  differently,  who  are  to  live  with  and  for 
each  other. 

Every  poffible  means  is  ufed,  even 
from  infancy,  to  foften  the  minds  of  wo- 
men, and  to  harden  thofe  of  men  \  the 
contrary  endeavor  might  be  of  ufe,  for 
the  men  creatures  are  unfeeling  enough 
by  nature,  and  we  are  born  too  trem- 
blingly alive  to  love,  and  indeed  to  every 
foft  affection. 

-Your  brother  is  almoft  the  only  one 
of  his  lex  I  know,  who- has  the  tender- 
nefs  of  woman  with  the  fpirit  and  firm- 
nefs  of  man  :  a  circumftance  which  ilrikes 
every  woman  who  converfes  with  him, 
and  which  contributes  to  make  him  the 
favorite  he  is  arnanglt  us.  Foolifli  wo- 
men who  cannot  diftinguiih  characters 
may  pollibiy  give  the  preference  to  a 
coxcomb  \  but  I  will  venture  to  fay, 
no  woman  of  knfe  was  ever  much  ac- 
quainted with  Colonel  Rivers  without 
I  6  feeling 
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feeling  for   him    an    affection   of  fome 
kind  or  other. 

Apropos  to  women,  the  eftimable  part 
of  us  are  divided  into  two  clafTes  onlyy 
the  tender  and  the  lively. 

The  former,  at  the  head  of  which  I 
place  Emily,  are  infinitely  more  capable 
of  happinefs  j  but,  to  counterbalance 
this  advantage,  they  are  alfo  capable  of 
mifery  in  the  fame  degree.  We  of  the 
other  clafs,  who  feel  lefs  keenly,  are  per- 
haps upon  the  whole  as  happy,  at  leaft  I 
would  fain  think  fo. 

For  example,  if  Emily  and  I  marry 
our  prefent  lovers,  me  will  certainly  be 
more  exquifitely  happy  than  I  mail ;  but 
if  they  mould  change  their  minds,  or  any 
accident  prevent  our  coming  together,  I 
am  inclined  to  fancy  my  fituation  would 
be  much  the  moll  agreeable. 

I  fhould 
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I  mould  pout  a  month,  and  then  look 
about  for  another  lover  -,  whilft  the  ten- 
der Emily  would 

"  Sit  like  patience  on  a  monument/* 

and  pine  herfelf  into  a  confumption* 

Adieu  !  They  wait  for  me. 
Yours, 

A.  FfRMOSU 


Tuefday,  midnight. 

We  have  had  a  very  agreeable  dayy 
Lucy,  a  pretty  enough  kind  of  a  ball, 
and  everv  body  in  good  humor  :  I  danced 
with  Fitzgerald,  whom  I  never  knew  fo 
agreeable. 

Happy 
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Happy  love  is  gay,  I  find  ;  Emily  is  all 
fprightlinefs,  your  brother's  eyes  have 
never  left  her  one  moment,  and  her 
blufhes  feemed  to  mew  her  fenfe  of  the 
diftinction  \  I  never  knew  her  look  fo 
handfome  as  this  day. 

Do  you  know  I  felt  for  Madame 
Des  Roches  ?  Emily  was  excefti vely 
complaifant  to  her :  me  returned  her 
civility,  but  I  could  perceive  a  kind 
of  conftraint  in  her  manner,  very  dif- 
ferent from  the  eafe  of  her  behaviour 
when  we  faw  her  before :  (he  felt  the 
attention  of  Rivers  to  Emily  very 
flrongly :  in  fhort,  the  ladies  feern- 
ed  to  have  changed  characters  for  the 
day. 

We  fupped  with  your  brother  on  our 
return,  and  from  his  windows,  which 
look  on  the  river  St.  Charles,  had  the 
pleafure  of  obferving  one  of  the  moil 
beautiful    objects   imaginable,    which   I 

never 
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never  remember  to  have  feen  before  this 


eveninor. 

o 


You  are  to  obferve  the  winter  method 
of  fifhing  here,  is  to  break  openings  like 
fmall  fifh  ponds  on  the  ice,  to  which  the 
fifh  coming  for  air,  are  taken  in  prodi- 
gious quantities  on  the  furface. 

To  fhelter  themfelves  from  the  excef. 
five  cold  of  the  night,  the  fifhermen  build 
fmall  houfes  of  ice  on  the  river,  which 
are  arranged  in  a  femicircular  form,  and 
extend  near  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and 
which,  from  the  blazing  fires  within,  have 
a  brilliant  tranfparency  and  vivid  luftre,. 
not  eafy  either  to  imagine  or  to  defcribe: 
theftarry  femicircle  looks  like  an  immenfe 
crefcent  of  diamonds,  on  which  the  fun 
darts  his  meridian  rays. 

Abfolutely,  Lucy,  you  fee  nothing  in 
Europe  :  you   are  cultivated,    you  have 
the  tame  beauties  of  art  ^  but  to  fee  na- 
ture 
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ture  in  her  lovely  wild  luxuriance,  you 
mull  vifit  your  brother  when  he  is  prince 
of  the  Kamarafkas. 

Adieu  ! 

Your  faithful 

A.  Fermor* 


The  variety,  as  well  of  grand  objects, 
as  of  amufements,  in  this  country,  con- 
firms me  in  an  opinion  I  have  always  had, 
that  Providence  had  made  the  conveni- 
ences and  inconveniences  of  life  nearly- 
equal  every  where* 

We  have  pleafures  here  even  in  winter 
peculiar  to  the  climate,  which  counter- 
balance the  evils  we  fuffer  from  its  rigor. 


Good  night,  my  dear  Lucy 


LET- 
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LETTER       CXIII. 

To  Mrs.  Temple,  Pall  Mall. 

Quebec,  April  z* 

HAVE  this  moment,  my  dear,  3 
letter  from  Montreal,  defcribing  fome 
lands  on  Lake  Champlain,  which  my 
friend  thinks  much  better  worth  my 
taking  than  thofe  near  the  Kamarafkas  : 
he  preiTes  me  to  come  up  immediately 
to  fee  them,  as  the  ice  on  the  rivers 
will  in  a  few  days  be  dangerous  to  tra- 
vel on. 

I  am  ftrongly  inclined  to  go,  and  for 
this  reafon ;  1  am  convinced  my  wifh  of 
bringing  about  a  friendfhip  between 
Emily  and  Madame  Des  Roches,  the 
ftrongeft  reafon  I  had  for  fixing  at  the 

Kamarafkas, 
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Kamarafkas,  was  an  imprudent  one  :  gra- 
titude and  (if  the  expreflion  is  not  im- 
pertinent) companion  give  me  a  foftnefs 
in  my  behaviour  to  the  latter,  which  a 
fuperficial  obierver  would  take  for  love, 
and  which  her  own  tendernefs  may  caufe 
even  her  to  mifconftrue  •,  a  circumftance 
which  mud  retard  her  refolution  of 
changing  the  affection  with  which  fhe 
has  honored  me,  into  friendfnip. 

I  am  alfo  delicate  in  my  love,  and 
cannot  bear  to  have  it  one  moment  fup- 
pofed,  my  heart  can  know  a  wifh  but  for 
my  Emily* 

Shall  I  fay  more?  The  blufh  on 
Emily's  cheek  on  her  firfl  feeing  Madame 
Des  Roches  convinced  me  of  my  indif- 
cretion,  and  that  vanity  alone  carried  me 
to  defire  to  bring  together  two  women, 
whofe  affection  for  me  is  from  their  ex- 
treme merit  fo  very  flattering. 

I  mall 
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I  ill  all  certainly  now  fix  in  Canada :  I 
can  no  longer  doubt  of  Emily's  tender- 
nefs,  tho'  llie  refutes  me  her  hand,  from 
motives  which  make  her  a  thoufand  times 
more  dear  to  me,  but  which  I  flatter  my- 
felf  love  will  over-rule. 

I  am  fetting  off  in  an  hour  for  Mont- 
real, and  fhall  call  at  Silleri  to  take 
Emily's  commands. 


Seven  in  the  erening,  Des  Chambeaux. 

I  afked  her  advice  as  to  fixing  the  place 
of  my  fettlement*  (he  faid  much  againft 
my  flaying  in  America  at  all ;  but,  .if  I 
was  determined,  recommended  Lake 
Champlain  rather  than  the  Kamaraikas, 
on  account  of  climate.  Bell  fmiled  ;  and 
a  blufh,  which  I  perfectly  underflood, 
overfpread  the  lovely  cheek  of  my  fweet 
Emily.  Nothing  could  be  more  flatter-* 
ing  than  this  circumftance  ;  had  flie  feen 
Madame  Des  Roches  with  a  calm  indif- 
ference, 
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ferencc,  had  fhe  not  been  alarmed  at  the 
idea  of  fixing  near  her,  I  mould  have 
doubted  of  the  degree  of  her  affection  ;  a 
little  apprehenfion  is  infeparable  from 
real  love. 

My  courage  has  been  to-day  extremely 
put  to  the  proof :  had  I  flaid  three  days 
longer,  it  would  have  been  impofTible  to 
have  continued  my  journey. 

The  ice  cracks  under  us  at  every  flep 
the  horfes  fet7  a  rather  unpleafant  circunv 
itance  on  a  river  twenty  fathom  deep  :  I 
mould  not  have  attempted  the  journey 
had  I  been  aware  of  this  particular.  I 
hope  no  man  meets  inevitable  danger 
with  more  fpirit,  but  no  man  is  lefs  fond 
of  feeking  it  where  it  is  honorably  to  be 
avoided. 

I  am  going  to  fup  with  the  feigneur  of 
the  village,  who  is,  I  am  told,  married 
to  one  of  the  handfomeft  women  in  the 
province. 

Adieu  I 
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Adieu  !  my  dear  !   I  fhall  write  to  you 
from  Montreal. 

Your  affe&ionate 

Ed.  Rivers. 


LETTER      CXIV. 

To  Mrs.  Temple,  Pall  Mall. 

Montreal,  April  3. 

I  AM  arrived,  my  dear,  after  a  very  dif- 
agreeable  and  dangerous  journey-  I 
was  obliged  to  leave  the  river  foon  after 
I  left  Des  Chambeaux,  and  to  pur- 
fue  my  way  on  the  land  over  meltino- 
fnow,  into  which  the  horfes  feet  funk  half 
a  yard  every  ftep. 

An  officer  juft  come  from  New  York 
has  given  me  a  letter  from  you,  which 

came 
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came  thither  by  a  private  fhip  :  I  atn 
happy  to  hear  of  your  health,  and 
that  Temple's  affection  for  you  feems 
rather  to  increafe  than  lefTen  fince  your 


marriage. 


You  afk  me,  my  dear  Lucy,  how  to 
preferve  this  affection*  on  the  continuance 
of  which,  you  juftly  fay,  your  whole  hap- 
pinefs  depends. 

The  queftion  is  perhaps  the  moft  deli- 
cate and  important  which  refpects  human 
life  •,  the  caprice,  the  inconftancy,  the 
injuffcce  of  mefi,  makes  the  tafk  of  wo- 
men in  marriage  infinitely  difficult. 

Prudence  and  virtue  will  certainly  fe- 
cure  efteem  ;  but  unfortunately,  efteem 
alone  will  not  make  a  happy  marriage  ; 
pafilon  muit.alfo  be  kept  #live,  which  the 
continual  prefence  of  the  object  beloved 
is  too  apt  to  make  fubfide  into  that  apa- 
thy, fo  infupportable  to  fenfible  minds. 

The 
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The  higher  your  rank,  and  the  lefs  yonr 
manner  of  life  feparates  you  from  each 
other,  the  more  danger  there  will  be  of 
this  indifference. 

The  poor,  whofe  neceffary  avocations 
divide  them  all  day,  and  whofe  fenfi- 
bility  is  blunted  by  the  coarfenefs  of 
their  education,  are  in  no  danger  of 
being  weary  of  each  other ;  and,  uniefs 
naturally  vicious,  you  will  fee  them  ge- 
nerally happy  in  marriage :  whereas  even 
the  virtuous,  in  more  affluent  fituarions, 
are  not  fecure  from  this  unhappy  celfa- 
tion  of  tendernefs. 

When  I  received  your  letter,  I  was 
reading  Madame  De  Maintenon's  advice 
to  the  Ducheis  of  Burgundy,  on  this 
fubjecl.  I  will  tranfcribe  fo  much  Gt 
it  as  relates  to  the  woman,  leaving  her 
advice  to  theprincefs  to  thofe  whom  it  may 
concern. 

3 

u  Do 
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"  Do  not  hope  for  perfect  happinefs  ; 
4C  there  is  no  fuch  thing  in  this  Sublunary 
f1  Hate. 

"  Your  fex  is  the  more  expofed  to  fuf- 
4C  fer,  becaufe  it  is  always  in  depen- 
4C  dence :  be  neither  angry  nor  afhamed 
44  of  this  dependence  on  a  hufband,  nor 
44  of  any  of  thofe  which  are  in  the  order 
44  of  Providence. 

44  Let  your  hufband  be  your  beft  friend 
<c  and  your  only  confidant. 

cc  Do  not  hope  that  your  union  will 
44  procure  you  perfect  peace  :  the  bed 
44  marriages  are  thofe  where  with  foft- 
"  nefs  and  patience  they  bear  by  turns 
"  with  each  other  -,  there  are  none 
44  without  fome   contradiction   and   dis- 


agreement. 


44  Do   not  expect  the   fame  degree  of 
"  friendfhip  that  you  feel :  men  are  in 

44  general 
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**"  general  lefs  tender  than  women  ;  and 
"  you  will  be  unhappy  if  you  are  too  de- 
"  licate  in  friendfhip. 


"  Beg  of  God  to  guard  your  heart 
from  jealoufy  :  do  not  hope  to  bring 
back  a  hufband  by  complaints,  ill  hu- 
mor, and  reproaches.  The  only  means 
which  promife  fuccefs,  are  patience 
and  foftnefs  :  impatience  fours  and  alie- 
nates hearts :  foftneis  leads  them  back 
to  their  duty. 


a 


"  In  facrificing'your  own  will,  pretend 

"  to  no   right  over  that  of  a  hufband  : 

'  men  are  more  attached  to  theirs  than 

"  women,    becaufe   educated    with    lefs 

"  conftraint. 

They  are  naturally  tyrannical  -y  they 
'  will  have  pleafures  and  liberty,  yet 
infill  that  women  renounce  both  :  do 
not  examine  whether  their  rights  are 
well  founded^  let  it  fufHce  to  you, 
that  they  are  eftablifhed  -,  they  are 
Vol.  II.  K  *  mailers, 
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u  matters,  we  have  only  to  furTer  and  obey 
"  with  a  good  grace." 

Thus  far  Madame  De  Maintenon, 
who  mutt  be  allowed  to  have  known 
the  heart  of  man,  fince,  after  having 
been  above  twenty  years  a  widow,  me 
enflamed,  even  to  the  degree  of  bring- 
ing him  to  marry  her,  that  of  a  great 
monarch,  younger  than  herfelf,  fur- 
rounded  by  Beauties,  habituated  to  flat- 
tery, in  the  plenitude  of  power,  and 
covered  with  glory  -,  and  retained  him 
in  her  chains  to  the  laft  moments  of  his 
life. 

Do  not,  however,  my  dear,  be  alarmed 
at  the  picture  (he  has  drawn  of  marriage ; 
nor  fancy  with  her,  that  women  are  only 
born  to  fuffer  and  to  obey. 

That  we  are  generally  tyrannical,  I 
am  obliged  to  own  •,  but  fuch  of  us  as 
know  how  to  be  happy,  willingly  give 
up  the  harfh  title  of  Matter,  for  the  more 

tender 
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tender  and  endearing  one  of  Friend  :  Men 
of  fenfe  abhor  thofe  cuftoms  which  treat 
your  fex  as  if  created  merely  for  the 
happinefs  of  the  other ;  a  fuppofition 
injurious  to  the  Deity,  though  flat- 
tering to  our  tyranny  and  felf-love ;  and 
wifti  only  to  bind  you  in  the  foft  chains 
of  affection. 

Equality  is  the  foul  of  friend fh ip  : 
marriage,  to  give  delight,  muft  join  two 
minds,  not  devote  a  flave  to  the  will  of 
an  imperious  lord ;  whatever  conveys 
the  idea  of  fubjeclion  neceflarily  de- 
llroys  that  of  love,  of  which  I  am  fo 
convinced,  that  I  have  always  wifhed  the 
word  obey  expunged  from  the  marriage 
ceremony. 

If  you  will  permit  me  to  add  my  fenti- 
ments  to  thofe  of  a  lady  fo  learned  in  the 
art  of  pleafing;  I  would  wifri  you  to 
ftudy  the  tafte  of  your  hufband,  and  en- 
deavor to  acquire  a  relifh  for  thofe  plea- 
sures which  appear  moil  to  affect  him  •, 
K2  let 


196    THE    HISTORY    OF 

let  nini  find  amufement  at  home*  but  never 
be  peevifh  at  his  going  abroad  -,  he  will  re- 
turn to  you  with  the  higher  guft  for  your 
converfation  :  have  feparate  apartments, 
fince  your  fortune  makes  it  not  inconve- 
nient j  be  always  elegant,  but  not  too  ex- 
penfive,  in  your  drefs ;  retain  your  prefent 
exquifite  delicacy  of  every  kind  j  receive 
his  friends  with  good-breeding  and  com- 
placency ♦,  contrive  fuch  little  parties  of 
pleafure  as  you  know  are  agreeable  to 
him,  and  with  the  moft  agreeable  people 
you  can  felect :  be  lively  even  to  playful- 
nefs  in  your  general  turn  of  converfation 
with  him  •,  but,  at  the  fame  time,  fpare 
no  pains  fo  to  improve  your  underftand- 
ino-,  which  is  an- excellent  one,  as  to  be 
no  lefs  capable  of  being  the  companion 
of  his  graver  hours  :  be  ignorant  of  no- 
thing which  it  becomes  your  fex  to 
know,  but  avoid  all  affectation  of  know- 
ledge :  let  your  ceconomy  be  exact,  but 
without  appearing  otherwife  than  by  the 
effect. 


Do 
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Do  not  imitate  thofe  of  your  fex  who 
by  ill  temper  make  a  hufband  pay  dear 
for  their  fidelity  j  let  virtue  in  you  be 
dreft  in  failles  i  and  be  allured  that 
chearfulnefs  is  the  native  garb  of  inno- 
cence. 

In  one  word,  my  dear,  do  not  lofe  the 
miilrefs  in  the  wife,  but  let  your  beha- 
viour to  him  as  a  hufband  be  fuch  as  you 
would  have  thought  moil  proper  to  attract 
him  as  a  lover  :  have  always  the  idea  of 
pleafmg  before  you,  and  you  cannot  fail 
to  pleaie. 

Having  lectured  you,  my  dear  Lucy,  I 
mufl  fay  a  word  to  Temple  :  a  great  va- 
riety of  rules  have  been  given  for  the 
conduct  of  women  in  marriage  \  fcarce 
any  for  that  of  men  j  as  if  it  was  not  ef- 
fential  to  domeftic  happinefs,  that  the 
man  mould  preferve  the  heart  of  her  with 
whom  he  is  to  fpend  his  life  j  or  as  if 
bellowing  happinefs  were  not  worth  a 
man's  attention,  fo  he  polTeiTed  it:  if, 
K  3  however, 
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however,  it  is  pofllble  to  feel  true  happi- 
nefs  without  giving  it. 

You,  my  dear  Temple,  have  too  juft. 
an  idea  of  pleafure  to  think  in  this  man- 
ner :  you  would  be  beloved  ;  it  has  been 
the  purfuit  of  your  life,  though  never 
really  attained  perhaps  before.  You  at 
prefent  poffefs  a  heart  full  of  fenfibility, 
a  heart  capable  of  loving  with  ardor, 
and  from  the  fame  caufe  as  capable 
of  being  eftranged  by  neglecl :  give 
your  whole  attention  to  preferving  this 
invaluable  treafure  ;  obferve  every  rule 
I  have  given  to  her,  if  you  would  be 
happy  5  and  believe  me,  the  heart  of  wo- 
man is  not  lefs  delicate  than  tender  ^ 
their  fenfibility  is  more  keen,  they  feel 
more  ftrongly  than  we  do,  their  tender- 
nefs  is  more  eafily  wounded,  and  their 
hearts  are  more  difficult  to  recover  if 
once  loft. 

At  the  fame  time,  they  are  both 
by  nature  and  education  more  conftanr, 

and 
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and  fcarce  ever  change  the  object  of  their 
affections  but  from  ill  treatment:  for 
which  reafon  there  is  fome  excufe  for  a 
cuftom  which  appears  cruel,  that  of 
throwing  contempt  on  the  hufband  for 
the  ill  .conduct  of  the  wife. 

Above  all  things,  retain  the  politenefs 
and  attention  of  a  lover  -,  and  avoid  that 
carelefs  manner  which  wounds  the  va- 
nity of  human  nature,  a  paflion  given 
us,  as  were  all  pafiions,  for  the  wifeft 
ends,  and  which  never  quits  us  but  with 
life. 

There  is  a  certain  attentive  tender- 
nefs,  difficult  to  be  defcribed,  which 
the  manly  of  our  fex  feel,  and  which 
is  peculiarly  pleafing  to  woman :  'tis 
alfo  a  very  delightful  fenfation  to  our- 
felves,  as  well  as  productive  of  the 
happier!  confequences  :  regarding  them 
as  creatures  placed  by  Providence  un- 
der our  protection,  and  depending  on 
K  4  us 
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us  for  their  happinefs,  is  the  ftrongeft 
poflible  tie  of  affection  to  a  well-turned 
mind. 

If  I  did  not  know  Lucy  perfectly* 
I  mould  perhaps  helitate  in  the  next 
advice  I  am  going  to  give  you  -,  which 
is,  to  make  her  the  confidante,  and  the 
cnly  confidante,  of  your  gallantries,  if 
you  are  fo  unhappy  as  to  be  inadver- 
tently betrayed  into  any  :  her  heart  will 
poffibly  be  at  firft  a  little  wounded 
by  the  confefllon,  but  this  proof  of 
perfect  efteem  will  increafe  her  friend- 
fhip  for  you ;  fhe  will  regard  your 
error  with  compafilon  and  indulgence, 
and  lead  you  gently  back  by  her 
endearing  tendernefs  to  honor  and  her- 
ielf. 

Of  all  tafks  I  detefl  that  of  giving  ad- 
vice :  you  are  therefore  under  infinite 
obligation  to  me  for  this  letter. 


Be 
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Be  allured  of  my  tendereft  affection  5 
and  believe  me, 


Yours,  &c. 

Ed.  Rivers." 

LETTER      CXV; 
To  the  Earl  of  — — . 

Sillcri,  April  g. 

NOTHING  can  be  more  true,  my 
Lord,  than  that  pcverty  is  ever  the 
infeparable  companion  of  indolence. 

I  fee  proofs  of  it  every  moment  before 
me;   with   a  foil  fruitful  beyond  all  be- 
lief,  the   Canadians   are   poor   on   lands 
which  are  their  own  property,  and  for 
K  5  which 
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which  they  pay  only  a  trifling  quit-rent 
to  their  fei^neurs. 

This  indolence  appears  in  every  thing: 
you  fcarce  fee  the  meaneft  peafant  walk- 
ing j  even  riding  on  horfeback  appears 
to  them  a  fatigue  infupportable  \  you 
fee  them  lolling  at  eafe,  like  their  lazy 
lords,  in  carrioles  and  ealafhes,  according 
to  the  feafon  \  a  boy  to  guide  the  horfe 
on  a  feat  in  the  front  of  the  carriage, 
too  lazy  even  to  take  the  trouble  of  driv- 
ing themfelves,  their  hands  in  winter 
folded  in  an  immenfe  muff,  though  per- 
haps their  families  are  in  want  of  bread. 
to  eat  at  home. 

The  winter  is  paffed  in  a  mixture  of 
feftivity  and  inaction  \  dancing  and  feaft- 
ing  in  their  gayer  hours  •,  in  their  graver 
fmoking,  and  drinking  brandy,  by  the 
fide  of  a  warm  ftove  :  and  when  obliged 
to  cultivate  the  ground  in  fpring  to  pro- 
cure the  means  of  fubfiftence,  you  fee 
them  juft  turn  the  turf  once  lightly  over, 

and^ 
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and,  without  manuring  the  ground,  or 
even  breaking  the  clods  of  earth,  throw 
in  the  feed  in  the  fame  carelefs  manner, 
and  leave  the  event  to  chance,  without 
troubling  themfelves  further  till  it  is  fit  to 
reap. 

I  muft,  however,  obferve,  as  fome  al- 
leviation, that  there  is  fomething  in  the 
climate  which  ftrongly  inclines  both  the 
body  and  mind,  but  rather  the  latter,  to 
indolence :  the  heat  of  the  fummer, 
though  pleafing,  enervates  the  very  foul, 
and  gives  a  certain  laflitude  unfavorable 
to  induftry  ;  and  the  winter,  at  its  ex- 
treme, binds  up  and  chills  all  the  active 
faculties  of  the  foul. 

Add  to  this,  that  the  general  fpirit  of 
amufement,  fo  univerfal  here  in  winter,, 
and  fo  neceffary  to  prevent  the  ill  effects 
of  the  feafon,  gives  a  habit  of  difTipation 
and  pleafure,  which  makes  labor  doubly 
Lrkfome  at  its  return. 

K  6  Their 


204    THE    HISTORY    OF 

1  c?r  religion,  to  which  they  are  ex- 
tremely bigoted,  is  another  great  bar,  as 
well  to  induftry  as  population  :  their  nu- 
merous feftivals  inure  them  to  idlenefs  ; 
their  religious  houfes  rob  the  flate  of 
many  fubjecls  who  might  be  highly  ufe- 
ful  at  prefent,  and  at  the  fame  time  retard 
the  increafe  of  the  colony. 

Sloth  and  fuperftition  equally  counter- 
work providence,  and  render  the  bounty 
of  Heaven  of  no  effect 

I  am  furprized  the  French,  who  gene- 
rally make  their  religion  fubfervient  ta 
the  pnrpofes  of  policy,  do  not  difcou- 
rage  convents,  and  leffen  the  number  of 
feftivals,  in  the  colonies,  where  both  are 
fo  peculiarly  pernicious. 

It  is  to  this  circumftance  one  may  in: 
great  meafure  attribute  the  fuperior  in- 
creafe of  the  Britifh  American  fettlements 
compared  to  thofe  of  France :  a  religion 
which  encourages   idlenefs,    and  makes 

a  virtue 
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a  virtue  of  celibacy,  is  particularly  unfa- 
vorable to  colonization. 

However  religious  prejudice  may  nave 
been  fuffered  to  counterwork  policy  under 
a  French  government,  it  is  fcarce  to  be 
doubted  that  this  caufe  of  the  poverty  of 
Canada  will  by  degrees  be  removed ;  that 
thefe  people,  fiaves  at  prefent  to  igno- 
rance and  fuperftition,  will  in  time  be 
enlightened  by  a  more  liberal  education, 
and  gently  led  by  reafon  to  a  religion 
which  is  not  only  preferable,  as  being  that 
of  the  country  to  which  they  are  now 
annexed,  but  which  is  fo  much  more 
calculated  to  make  them  happy  and 
profperous  as  a  people. 

Till  that  time,  till  their  prejudices  fub- 
fide,  it  is  equally  jure,  humane,  and  wife, 
to  leave  them  the  free  right  of  worship- 
ing the  Deity  in  the  manner  which  they 
have  been  early  taught  to  believe  the  beft, 
and  to  which  they  are  confequently  at- 
tached. 

It 
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It  would  be  unjufl  to  deprive  them  of 
any  of  the  rights  of  citizens  on  account 
of  religion,  in  America,  where  every 
other  feci:  of  difTenters  are  equally  capable 
of  employ  with  thofe  of  the  eftabliihed 
church  j  nay  where,  from  whatever  caufe, 
the  church  of  England  is  on  a  footing  in 
many  colonies  little  better  than  a  tole- 
ration. 

It  is  undoubtedly,  in  a  political  light,  an 
object  of  confequence  every  where,  that 
the  narional  religion,  whatever  it  is,  mould 
be  as  univerfal  as  pofiible,  agreement  in 
religious  worfhip  being  the  ftrongeft  tie 
to  unity  and  obedience  :  had  all   prudent 
means  been  ufed  to  lefTen  the  number  of 
difTenters  in  our  colonies,  I  cannot  avoid 
believing,  from  what  I  obferve  and  hear, 
that  we  mould  have  found  in  them  a  fpirit 
of  rational  loyalty,  and  true  freedom,  in- 
ftead  of  that  factious  one  from  which  fo 
much  is  to  be  apprehended. 


h 
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It  feems  confonant  to  reafon,  that  the 
religion  of  every  country  fhould  have  a 
relation  to,  and  coherence  with,  the  civil 
eonftitution  :  the  Romiih  religion  is  beft 
adapted  to  a  defpotic  government,  the 
prefbyterian  to  a  republican,  and  that  of 
the  church  of  England  to  a  limited  mo- 
narchy like  ours. 

As  therefore  the  civil  government  of 
America  is  on  the  fame  plan  with  that  of 
the  mother  country,  it  were  to  be  wiflied 
the  religious  eftablifhment  was  alio  the 
fame,  eipecially  in  thole  colonies  where 
the  people  are  generally  of  the  national 
churchy  though  with  the  fulleil  liberty  of 
conicience  to  diflenters  of  all  denomina- 
tions. 

I  would  be  clearly  underftood,  my 
Lord}  from  all  I  have"  obferved  here,  I 
am  convinced,  nothing  would  fo  much 
contribute  to  dirTufe  a  fpirit  of  order,  and 
rational  obedience,  in  the  colonies,  as  the 
appointment,  under  proper  reftrictions,  of 

bifhops : 
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bifhops:  I  am  equally  convinced  that 
nothing  would  fo  much  ftrengthen  the 
hands  of  government,  cr  give  fuch  plea- 
fure  to  the  well- affected  in  the  colonies, 
who  are  by  much  the  moft  numerous,  as 
fuch  an  appointment,  however  clamored 
againft  by  a  few  abettors  of  fedition. 

I  am  called  upon  for  this  letter,  and 
muft  remit  to  another  time  what  I  wifhed 
to  fay  more  to  your  Lordfhip  in  regard  to 
this  country. 

I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
My  Lord,  &c. 

Wm,  Fermor. 


LET. 
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LETTER      CXVI. 
To  Mrs.  Melmoth,  at  Montreal. 

Silleri,  Aprils. 

I  AM  indeed,  Madam,  this  inconfiftent 
creature.  I  have  at  once  refufed  to 
marry  Colonel  Rivers,  and  owneu  to  him 
all  the  tendernefs  of  my  foul. 

Do  not  however  think  me  mad,  or 
fuppofe  my  refufal  the  efFect  of  an  un- 
meaning childifh  affectation  of  difintereft- 
ednefs  :  I  can  form  to  myfelf  no  idea  of 
happinefs  equal  to  that  of  fpending  my 
life  with  Rivers,  the  beft,  the  moil  ten- 
der, the  moil  amiable  of  mankind ;  nor 
can  I  fupport  the  idea  of  his  marrying 
any  other  woman  :  I  would  therefore 
marry  him  to-morrow  were  it  poflible 
without  ruining   him?  without  dooming 

him 
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him  to  a  perpetual  exile,  and  obftrudling 
thofe  views  of  honefl  ambition  at  home, 
which  become  his  birth,  his  connexions, 
his  talents,  his  time  of  life;  and  with 
which,  as  his  friend,  it  is  my  duty  to 
infpire  him. 

His  affection  for  me  at  prefent  blinds 
him,  he  fees  no  object  but  me  in  the  whole 
univerfe;  but  mall  I  take  advantage  of 
that  inebriation  of  tendernefs,  to  feduce 
him  into  a  meafure  inconfiftent  with  his 
real  happinefs  and  intereft  ?  He  muft  re- 
turn to  England,  muft  purfue  fortune  in 
that  world  for  which  he  was  formed  :  mail 
his  Emily  retard  him  in  the  glorious  race? 
fhall  me  not  rather  encourage  him  in 
every  laudable  attempt  ?  fhall  me  fuffer 
him  to  hide  that  mining  merit  in  the  un- 
cultivated wilds  of  Canada,  the  feat  of 
barbarifm  and  ignorance,  which  entitles 
him  to  hope  a  happy  fate  in  the  dear  land 
of  arts  and  arms  : 

I  en- 
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I  entreat  you  to  do  all  you  can  to  dii- 
courage  his  dcfign.  Remind  him  that 
his  filler's  marriage  has  in  fome  degree 
removed  the  caufe  of  his  coming  hither  -9 
that  he  can  have  now  no  motive  for 
fixing  here,  but  his  tendernefs  for  mej 
that  I  mail  be  juftly  blamed  by  all  who 
love  him  for  keeping  him  here.  Tell 
him,  I  will  not  marry  him  in  Canada  •, 
that  his  ftay  makes  the  bell  mother  in  the 
world  wretched  ^  that  he  owes  his  return 
to  himfelf,  nay  to  his  Emily,  whofe 
whole  heart  is  let  on  feeing  him  in  a 
fituatlon  worthy  of  him  :  though  v/ithout 
ambition  as  to  myfelf,  I  am  proud^  I  am 
ambitious  for  him;  if  he  loves  me,  he 
will  gratify  that  pride,  that  ambition  ; 
and  leave  Canada  to  thofe  whofe  duty 
confines  them  here,  or  whofe  mtereft 
it  is  to  remain  unfeen.  Let  him  not 
once  think  of"  me  in  his  determination  : 
I  am  content  to  be  beloved,  and  will 
leave  all  elfe  to  time.  You  cannot  fo 
much  oblige  or    ferve  me,  as    by   per- 

fuading 
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fuading    Colonel    Rivers    to    return   to 

England. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  Madam* 
Your  affectionate 

Emilv  Montague 


LETTER      CXVIL 

To  Mrs.  Temple,  Pall  Mall. 

Silleri,  April  £»' 

YOUR  brother,  my  dear,  is  gone  to 
Montreal  to  look  out  for  a  fettle- 
men  r,  and  Emily  to  fpend  a  fortnight  at 
Quebec,  with  a  lady  me  knew  in  Eng- 
land, who  is  lately  arrived  from  thence 
by  New  York. 

-     I  am 
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I  am  loft  without  my  friend,  though 
my  lover  endeavors  in  fome  degree  to 
fupply  her  place;  he  lays  clofe  fiege;  I 
know  not  how  long  I  mail  be  able  to 
hold  out :  this  fine  weather  is  exceed- 
ingly in  his  favor  -,  the  winter  freezes 
up  all  the  avenues  to  the  heart;  but 
this  fprightly  April  fun  thaws  them 
again  amazingly.  I  was  the  crueller! 
creature  breathing  whilft  the  chilly  fea- 
fon  lafted,  but  can  anfwer  for  no- 
thing now  the  fprightly  May  is  ap- 
proaching. 

I  can  fee  papa  is  vaftly  in  Fitzgerald's 
intereft;  but  he  knows  our  fex  well 
enough  to  keep  this  to  himfelf. 

I  mail,  however,  for  decency's  fake, 
afk  his  opinion  on  the  affair  as  foon  as 
I  have  taken  my  refolution ;,  which  is  the 
very  time  at  which  all  the  world  afk 
advice  of  their  friends. 

A  letter 
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A  letter  from  Emily,  which  I  mufl 
anfwer :  fhe  is  extremely  abfurd,  which 
your  tender  lovers  always  are. 

Adieu!  yours, 

A.  Fermor.' 

Sir  George  Clayton  had  left  Montreal 
fome  days  before  your  brother  ar- 
rived there-,  I  was  pleafed  to  hear 
it,  becaufe,  with  all  your  brother's 
good  fenfe,  and  concern  for  Emily's 
honor,  and  Sir  George's  natural 
coldnefs  of  temper,  a  quarrel  be- 
tween them  would  have  been  rather 
difficult  to  have  been  avoided. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CXVIII. 

To  Mifs  Fermori 


Quebec,  Thurfday  morning. 

DO  you  think,  my  dear,  that  Madame 
Des  Roches  has  heard  from  Rivers  ? 
I  wifh  you  would  afk  her  this  afternoon  at 
the  governor's :  I  am  anxious  to  know,  but 
afhamed  to  enquire. 

Not,  my  dear,  that  I  have  the  weaknefs 
to  be  jealous  j  but  I  mail  think  his  letter 
to  me  a  higher  compliment,  if  I  know  he 
writes  to  nobody  elfe.  I  extremely  approve 
his  friendfhip  for  Madame  Des  Roches ; 
me  is  very  amiable,  and  certainly  deferves 
it :  but  you  know,  Bell,  it  would  be  cruel 
to  encourage  an  affection,  which  fhe  muft 
conquer,  or  be  unhappy  :  if  fhe  did  not 
love  him,  there  would  be  nothing  wrong 

in 
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in  his  writing  to  her^  but,  as  fhe  does,  it 
would  be  doing  her  the  greater!  injury 
poffible:  'tis  as  much  on  her  account  as 
my  own  I  am  thus  anxious. 

Did  you  ever  read  fo  tender,  yet  fo  live- 
ly a  letter  as  Rivers's  to  me  ?  he  is  alike  in 
all :  there  is  in  his  letters,  as  in  his  con- 
vention, 


<c  All  that  can  foftly  win,  or  gaily  charm 
"  The  heart  of  woman." 


Even  ftrangers  liften  to  him  with  an  in- 
voluntary attention,  and  hear  him  with  a 
pleafure  for  which  they  fcarce  know  how 
to  account. 

He  charms  even  without  intending  it, 
and  in  fpite  of  himfelf ;  but  when  he 
wifhes  to  pleafe,  when  he  addrefTes  the 
woman  he  loves,  when  his  eyes  fpeak  the 
foft  language  of  his  heart,    when  your 

Emily 

B 
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Emily  reads  in  them  the  dear  confeflion 
of  his  tendernefs,  when  that  melodious 
voice  utters  the  fentiments  of  the  nobleft 
mind  that  ever  animated  a  human  form— 
My  deareft,  the  eloquence  of  angels  can- 
not paint  my  Rivers  as  he  is. 

I  am  almoft  inclined  not  to  go  to  the 
governor's  to-night  j  I  am  determined  not 
to  dance  till  Rivers  returns,  and  I  know 
there  are  too  many  who  will  be  ready  to 
make  obfervations  on  my  refufal :  I  think 
I  will  ftay  at  home,  and  write  to  him 
againfl  Monday's  poft :  I  have  a  thoufand 
things  to  fay,  and  you  know  we  are  con- 
tinually interrupted  at  Quebec ;  I  malt 
have  this  evening  to  myfelf,  as  all  the 
world  will  be  at  the  governor's. 

Adieu,  your  faithful 

Emjly  Montague, 


Vol.  If.  L  LET- 
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LETTER      CXIX. 

To  Mifs  Montague,  at  Quebec. 

( Silleri,  Thurfday  morning, 

I  DARE  fay,  my  dear,  Madame  Des 
Roches  has  not  heard  from  Rivers ; 
but  fuppofe  {he  had.  If  he  loves  you,  of 
what  confequence  is  it  to  whom  he  writes  ? 
I  would  not  for  the  world  any  friend  of 
yours  mould  afk  her  fuch  a  queftion. 

I  fhall  call  upon  you  at  fix  o'clock,  and 
fhall  expect  to  find  you  determined  to  go 
to  the  governor's  this  evening,  and  to 
dance  :  Fitzgerald  begs  the  honor  of  be- 
ing your  partner. 

Believe  me,   Emily,  thefe  kind  of  un- 
meaning   facrifices    are    childifh ;    your 
heart  is  new  to  love,  and  you  have  all  the 
romance  of  a  girl :  Rivers  would,  on  your 
*  account, 
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account,  be  hurt  to  hear  you  had  refufed 
to  dance  in  his  abfence,  though  he  might 
be  flattered  to  know  you  had  for  a  mo- 
ment entertained  fuch  an  idea. 

I  pardon  you  for  having  the  romantic 
fancies  of  feventeen,  provided  you  cor- 
rect them  with  the  good  knk  of  four  and 
twenty. 

Adieu  !  I  have  engaged  myfelf  to  Co- 
lonel H1  i'  "■■'■,  on  the  pn-fumption  that 
you  are  too  polite  to  refufe  to  dance  with 
Fitzgerald,  and  too  prudent  to  refufe  to 
4ance  at  all. 

Your  affectionate 

A.  Fzruq&I 


L  &  LET- 
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LETTER      CXX. 

To  Mifs  Fermor,  at  Silleru 

Quebec,  Saturday  morning* 

HOW  unjuft  have  I  been  in  my  hatred 
of  Madame  Des  Roches  !  ihe  fpent 
yefterday  with  us,  and  after  dinner  defired 
to  converfe  with  me  an  hour  in  my  apart- 
ment, where  fhe  opened  to  me  all  her 
heart  on  the  fubject  of  her  love  for 
Rivers. 

She  is  the  nobleft  and  moil  amiable  of 
women,  and  I  have  been  in  regard  to  her 
the  mod  capricious  and  unjuft :  my  hatred 
of  her  was  unworthy  my  character  -,  I 
blufh  to  own  the  meannefs  of  my  fenti- 
ments,  whilft  I  admire  the  generofity  of 
hers. 

.Why; 
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Why,  my  dear,  mould  I  have  hated 
her  ?  fhe  was  unhappy,  and  deferved 
rather  my  companion  :  I  had  deprived 
her  of  all  hope  of  being  beloved,  it  was 
too  much  to  wifh  to  deprive  her  alfo  of 
his  converfation.  I  knew  myfelf  the 
only  object  of  Rivers's  love  -,  why  then 
mould  I  have  envied  her  his  friend- 
fhip  ?  fhe  had  the  itrongeft  reafon  to  hate 
me,  but  I  mould  have  loved  and  pitied 
her. 

Can  there  be  a  misfortune  equal  to 
that  of  loving  Rivers  without  hope  of 
a  return  ?  Yet  fhe  has  not  only  borne 
this  misfortune  without  complaint,  but 
has  been  the  confidante  of  his  paffion  for 
another;  he  owned  to  her  all  his  ten- 
dernefs  for  me,  and  drew  a  picture  of 
me,  "  which,  fhe  told  me,  ought,  had 
fhe  liflened  to  reafon,  to  have  deftroyed 
even  the  fhadow  of  hope :  but  that  love, 
ever  ready  to  flatter  and  deceive,  had 
betrayed  her  into  the  weaknefs  of  fup- 
pofing  it  pofllble  I  might  refufe  him, 
L  3  and 
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and  that  gratitude  might,  in  that  cafe* 
touch  his  heart  with  tendernefs  for  one 
who  loved  him  with,  the  moil  pure  and 
difinterefted  affection  ;  that  her  journey- 
to  Quebec  had  removed  the  veil  love 
had  placed  between  her  and  truth ;  that 
me  was  now  convinced  the  faint  hope 
ihe  had  encouraged  was  madnefs,  and 
that  our  fouls  were  formed  for  each 
•Other. 

She  owned  ihe  dill  loved  him  with 
the  moil  lively  affection  ;  yet  affured  me, 
fince  me  was  not  allowed  to  make  the 
moll  amiable  of  mankind  happy  her- 
felf,  Ihe  wiihed  him  to  be  fo  with  the 
woman  on  earth  Ihe  thought  moil  worthy 
of  him. 

She  added,  that  (he  had  on  firfh  feeing 
me,  though  ihe  thought  me  worthy  his 
heart,  felt  an  impulfe  of  diflike  which 
ihe  was  aihamed  to  own,  even  now  that 
reafon  and  reflexion  had  conquered  fo 
unworthy    a    fentiment^    that    Rivers's 

complaifance 
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eomplaifance  had  a  little  diffipated  her 
chagrin,  and  enabled  her  to  behave  to  me 
in  the  manner  ilie  did  :  that  me  had, 
however,  almoft  hated  me  at  the  ball  in 
the  country  :  that  the  tendeniefs  in  Ri- 
vers's  eyes  that  day  whenever  they  met 
mine,  and  his  comparative  inattention  to 
her,  had  wounded  her  to  the  foul. 

That  this  preference  had,  however, 
been  falutary,  though  painful ;  fince  it 
had  determined  her  to  conquer  a  pafiion, 
which  could  only  make  her  life  wretched 
if  it  continued  ;  that,  as  the  firft  flep 
to  this  conquer!,  fhe  had  refolved  to  fee 
him  no  more  r  that  fhe  would  return  to 
her  houfe  the  moment  fhe  could  crofs 
the  river  with  fafety  ;  and  conjured  me, 
for  her  fake,  to  perfuade  him  to  give  up 
all  thoughts  of  a  fettlement  near  her ; 
that  fhe  could  not  anfwer  for  her  own 
heart  U.  fhe  continued  to  fee  him ;  that 
fhe  believed  in  love  there  was  no  fafety 
but  in  flight. 

L  4  That 
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That  his  abfence  had  given  her  time  to 
think  coolly  j  and  that  fhe  now  faw  fa 
ltrongly  the  amiablenefs  of  my  character, 
and  was  fo  convinced  of  my  perfect  ten- 
dernefs  for  him,  that  fhe  mould  hate 
herfelf  were  £he  capable  of  wifhing  to  in- 
terrupt our  happinefs. 

That  fhe  hoped  I  would  pardon  her  re- 
taining a  tender  remembrance  of  a  man 
who,  had  he  never  feen  me,  might  have 
returned  her  affection  -y  that  fhe  thought 
fo  highly  of  my  heart,  as  to  believe  I 
could  not  hate  a  woman  who  efleemed 
me,  and  who  folicited  my  friendfhip, 
though  a  happy  rivaL" 

I  was  touched,  even  to  tears,  at  her 
behaviour :  we  embraced  j  and,  if  I 
know  my  own  weak  foolifh  heart,  I  love 
her. 

She  talks  of  leaving  Quebec  before 
Rivers's  return ;  fhe  laid,  her  coming 
was    an    imprudence    which  only   love 

could 
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could  excufe ;  and  that  fhe  had  no  mo- 
tive for  her  journey  but  the  defire  of 
feeing  him,  which  was  fo  lively  as  to 
hurry  her  into  an  indifcretion  of  which 
me  was  afraid  the  world  took  but  too 
much  notice.  What  opennefs,  what  fin- 
cerity,  what  generofity,  was  there  in  all 
fhe  faid  ! 

How  fuperior,  my  dear,  is  her  cha- 
racter to  mine  !  I  bium  for  myfelf  on  the 
comparifon  ;  I  am  fhocked  to  fee  how 
much  fhe  foars  above  me :  how  is  it 
poffible  Rivers  mould  not  have  pre- 
ferred her  to  me  ?  Yet  this  is  the  wo- 
man I  fancied  incapable  of  any  paflioa 
but  vanity. 

I  am  fure,  my  dear  Bell,  I  am  not  na- 
turally envious  of  the  merit  of  others ; 
but  my  excefs  of  love  for  Rivers  makes 
me  apprehenfive  of  every  woman  who 
can  poflibly  rival  me  in  his  tendernefs. 

L  5  I  was 


226    THE  HISTORY  OF 

I  was  hurt  at  Madame  Des  Roches^ 
uncommon  merit  •,  I  faw  with  pain  the 
amiable  qualities  of  her  mind ;  I  could 
fcarce  even  allow  her  perfon  to  be  pleaf- 
ing  :  but  this  injuftice  is  not  that  of  my 
natural  temper,  but  of  love. 

She  is  certainly  right,  my  dear,  to  fee 
him  no  more  •,  I  applaud,.  I  admire  her 
refolution :  do  you  think,  however,  fhe 
would  purfue  it  if  fhe  loved  as  I  do  ?  fhe 
has  perhaps  loved  before,  and  her  heart 
has  loft  fomething  of  its  native  trembling; 
fenfibility. 

I  wifh  my  heart  felt  her  merit  as 
ftrongly  as  my  reafon  :  I  efteem,  I  ad- 
mire, I  even  love  her  at  prefent ;  but  I 
am  convinced  Rivers's  return  while  fhe 
continues  here  would  weaken  thefe  fenti- 
ments  of  affection  :  the  leaft  appearance 
of  preference,  even  for  a  moment,  would 
make  me  relapfe  into  my  former  weak- 
nefs.   I  adore,  I  idolize  her  character  j  but 

I  can* 
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I  cannot  fincerely  wifh   to  cultivate  her 
friendfhip. 

Let  me  fee  you  this  afternoon  at  Que- 
bec ;  I  am  told  the  roads  will  not  be 
paffable  for  carrioles  above  three  days 
longer  :  let  me  therefore  fee  you  as  often 
as  I  can  before  we  are  abfolutely  fhut 
from  each  other. 


Adieu  !  my  dear ! 
Your  faithful 

Emily  Montague 


t,  6  LET- 
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LETTER      CXXI. 

To  the  Earl  of  — -. 

SiJleri,  April  14* 

ENGLAND,  however  populous,  is 
undoubtedly,  my  Lord,  too  fmall  to 
afford  very  large  fupplies  of  people  to 
her  colonies  :  and  her  people  are  alfo  too 
ufeful,  and  of  too  much  value,  to  be 
fuffered  to  emigrate,  if  they  can  be  pre- 
vented, whilft  there  is  fufficient  employ- 
ment for  them  at  home. 

It  is  not  only  our  intereft  to  have  colo- 
nies \  they  are  not  only  necefifary  to  our 
commerce,  and  our  greatefl  and  fureft 
fources  of  wealth,  but  our  very  being  as 
a  powerful  commercial  nation  depends 
on  them :  it  is  therefore  an  object  of  all 
others  moll  worthy  our  attention,  that 

they 
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they  Ihould  be  as  flourifhing  and  popu- 
lous as  pofllble. 

It  is  however  equally  our  intereft  to 
fupport  them  at  as  little  expence  of  our 
own  inhabitants  as  pofllble  :  I  therefore 
look  on  the  acquifition  of  fuch  a  number 
of  fubjecte  as  we found  in  Canada,  to  be  a 
much  fuperior  advantage  to  that  of  gain- 
ing ten  times  the  immenfe  tract  of  land 
ceded  to  us,  if  uncultivated  and  deftitute 
of  inhabitants. 

But  it  is  not  only  contrary  to  our  in- 
tereft  to  fpare  many  of  our  own  people 
as  fettlers  in  America-,  it  muft  alfo  be 
confidered,  that,  if  we  could  fpare  them, 
the  Englifh  are  the  worft  fettlers  on  new 
lands  in  the  univerfe, 

Their  attachment  to  their  native  coun- 
try, efpecially  amongft  the  lower  ranks 
of  people,  is  fo  very  ftrong,  that  few  of 

the 
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the  honeft  and  induftrious  can  be  pre* 
vailed  on  to  leave  it-,  thofe  therefore  who 
go,  are  generally  the  diffolute  and  the 
idle,  who  are  of  no  ufe  any  where. 

The  Englifh  are  alfo,  though  induftri- 
ous,  active,  and  enterprizing,  ill  ntted 
to  bear  the  hardfhips,  and  fubmit  to 
the  wants,  which  inevitably  attend  an 
infant  fettlement  even  on  the  moil  fruit- 
ful lands. 

The  Germans,  on  the  contrary,  with  the 
fame  ufeful  qualities,  have  a  patience,  a 
perfeverance,  an  abflinence,  which  peculi- 
arly fit  them  for  the  cultivation  of  new 
countries-,  too  great  encouragement  there- 
fore cannot  be  given  to  them  to  fettle  in 
our  colonies:  they  make  better  fettlers 
than  our  own  people ;  and  at  the  fame  time 
their  numbers  are  an  acquifition  of  real 
flrength  where  they  fix,  without  weaken- 
ing the  mother  country. 

1$ 
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It  is  long  fmce  the  populoufnefs  of 
Europe  has  been  the  caufe  of  her  fending 
out  colonies  :  a  better  policy  prevails ; 
mankind  are  enlightened;  we  are  now 
convinced,  both  by  reafon  and  experience, 
that  no  induftrious  people  can.be  too  po- 
pulous. 

The  northern  fwarms  were  compelled 
to  leave  their  refpeciive  countries,  not 
becaufe  thofe  countries  were  unable  to 
fupport  them,  but  becaufe  they  were  too 
idle  to  cultivate  the  ground  :  they  were 
a  ferocious,  ignorant,  barbarous  people, 
averfe  to  labor,  attached  to  war,  and, 
like  our  American  favages,  believing 
every  employment  not  relative  to  this 
favorite  object,  beneath  the  dignity  of 
man. 

Their  emigrations  therefore  were  lefs 
owing  to  their  populoufnefs,  than  to  their 
want  of  induftry,  and  barbarous  contempt 
of  agriculture  and  every  ufeful  art. 

It 
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It  is  with  pain  I  am  compelled  to  fay, 
the  late  fpirit  of  encouraging  the  mono- 
poly of  farms,  which,  from  a  narrow 
fhort-fighted  policy,  prevails  amongft  our 
landed  men  at  home,  and  the  alarming 
growth  of  celibacy  amongft  the  peafantry, 
which  is  its  necefTary  confequence,  to  fay 
nothing;  of  the  fame  ruinous  increafe  of 
celibacy  in  higher  ranks,  threaten  us  with 
fuch  a  decreafe  of  population,  as  will 
probably  equal  that  caufed  by  the  rava- 
ges of  thofe  fcourges  of  Heaven,Fthefword, 
the  famine,  and  the  peftilence. 

If  this  felfiih  policy  continues  to  extend 
itfelf,  we  iliall  in  a  few  years  be  fo  far  from 
being  able  to  fend  emigrants  to  America, 
that  we  ihall  be  reduced  to  folicit  their 
return,  and  that  of  their  pofterity,  to  pre- 
vent England's  becoming  in  its  turn  an 
uncultivated  defart. 

But  to  return  to  Canada  •,  this  large  ac- 
quisition of  people  is  an  invaluable  trea- 

fures 
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fure,  if  managed,  as  I  doubt  not  it  will 
be,  to  the  beft  advantage  •,  if  they  are 
won  by  the  gentle  arts  of  perfuafion,  and 
the  gradual  progrefs  of  knowledge,  to 
adopt  fo  much  of  our  manners  as  tends 
to  make  them  happier  in  themfelves,  and' 
more  uieful  members  of  the  fociety  to 
which  they  belong  :  if  with  our  language, 
which  they  fhould  by  every  means  be  in- 
duced to  learn,  they  acquire  the  miid  ge- 
nius of  our  religion  and  laws,  and  that 
fpirit  of  induftry,  enterprize,  and  com- 
merce, to  which  we  owe  all  our  greatnefs. 

Amongft  the  various  caufes  which  con- 
cur to  render  France  more  populous  than 
England,  notwithftanding  the  difadvantage 
of  a  lefs  gentle  government,  and  a  religion 
fo  very  unfavorable  to  the  increafe  of  man- 
kind, the  cultivation  of  vineyards  may  be 
reckoned  a  principal  one  -,  as  it  employs 
a  much  greater  number  of  hands  than 
even  agriculture  itfelf,  which  has  how- 
ever infinite  advantages  in  this  refpect 
above  pafturage,   the  certain  caufe  of  a 

want 
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want  of  people  wherever  it  prevails  above 
its  due  proportion. 

Our  climate  denies  us  the  advantages 
arifing  from  the  culture  of  vines,  as  well 
as  many  others  "which  nature  has  accorded 
to  France  -9  a  confideration  which  fhould 
awaken  us  from  the  lethargy  into  which 
the  avarice  of  individuals  has  plunged  us, 
and  fet  us  in  earneit  en  improving  every 
advantage  we  enjoy,  in  order  to  fecure  us- 
by  our  native  ftrength  from  fo  formidable 
a  rival. 

The  want  of  bread  to  eat,  from  the  late 
falfe  and  cruel  poiicy  of  laying  fmall  farms 
into  great  ones,  and  the  general  difcou- 
ragement  of  tillage  which  is  its  confe- 
quence,  is  in  my  opinion  much  lefs  to  be 
apprehended  than  the  want  of  people  to 
eat  it. 

In  every  country  where  the  inhabitants 
are  at  once  numerous   and  induftrious, 

there 
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there  will  always  be  a  proportionable  cul- 
tivation. 

This  evil  is  fo  very  deftruclive  and  a- 
larming,  that,  if  the  great  have  not  virtue 
enough  to  remedy  it,  it  is  to  be  hoped  it 
will  in  time,  like  moll  great  evils,  cure 
itfelf. 

Your  Lordfhip  enquires  into  the  nature 
of  this  climate  in  refpect  to  health.  The  air 
being  uncommonly  pure  and  ferene,  it  is 
favorable  to  life  beyond  any  I  ever  knew: 
the  people  live  generally  to  a  very  ad- 
vanced age  •,"  and  are  remarkably  free  from 
difeafes  of  every  kind,  except  confump- 
tions,  to  which  the  younger  part  of  the  in- 
habitants are  a  good  deal  fubjccl. 

It  is  however  a  circumftance  one  cannot 
help  obferving,  that  they  begin  to  look  old 
much  fooner  than  the  people  in  Europe  % 
on  which  my  daughter  obferves,  that  it  is 
not  very  pleafant  for  women  to  come  to 

reflde 
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refide  in  a  country  where  people  have  a 
fhort  youth,  and  a  long  old  age. 

The  difeafes  of  cold  countries  are  in 
general  owing  to  want  of  perfpiration  •,  for 
which  reafon  exercife,  and  even  diflipation, 
are  here  the  beft  medicines. 

The  Indians  therefore  fliewed  their 
good  fenfe  in  advifing  the  French,  on  their 
firft  arrival,  to  ufe  dancing,  mirth,  chear- 
fulnefs,  and  content,  as  the  beft  remedies 
againft  the  inconveniences  of  the  climate. 

I  have  already  fwelled  this  letter  to  fuch 
a  length,  that  I  muft  poftpone  to  another 
time  my  account  of  the  peculiar  natural 
productions  of  Canada;  only  obferving, 
that  one  would  imagine  Heaven  intended  a 
focial  intercourfe  between  the  moft  diftant 
nations,  by  giving  them  productions  of  the 
earth  fo  very  different  each  from  the  other, 
and  each  more  than  fufficient  for  itfelf, 
that  the  exchange  might  be  the  means  of 

fpread- 
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fpreading  the  bond  of  ibciety  and  brother- 
hood over  the  whole  globe. 

In  my  opinion,  the  man  who  conveys, 
and  caufes  to  grow,  in  any  country,  a 
grain,  a  fruit,  or  even  a  flower,  it  never 
pofTefTed  before,  deferves  more  praife  than 
a  thoufand  heroes  :  he  is  a  benefactor,  he 
is  in  fome  degree  a  creator. 

I  have  the  honor  to  be, 
My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip's  &c. 

William  Fbrmor. 


LET. 
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LETTER     CXXIL 


To  Mifs  Montague,  at  Quebec.' 


Montreal,  April  14. 

IS  it  pofiible,  my  dear  Emily,  you  can, 
after  all  I  have  faid,  perfift  in  endea- 
voring to  dilTuade  me  from  a  defign  on 
which  my  whole  happinefs  depends,  and 
which  I  flattered  myfelf  was  equally  effen- 
tial  to  yours  ?  I  forgave,  I  even  admired, 
your  fi rft  fcruple ;  I  thought  it  genero- 
fity  :  but  I  have  anfwered  it ;  and  if  you 
had  loved  as  I  do,  you  would  never  again 
have  named  fo  unpleafing  a  fubjecl. 

Does  your  own  heart  tell  you  mine  will 
call  a  fettlement  here,  with  you,  an  exile? 
Examine  yourfelf  well,  and  tell  me  whe- 
ther your  averfion  to  flaying  in  Canada  h 
5  not 
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not  ftronger  than  your  tendernefs  for  your 

Rivers, 

I  am  hurt  beyond  all  words  at  the 
earneftnefs  with  which  you  prefs  Mrs. 
Melmoth  to  difiiiade  me  from  flaying  in 
this  country:  you  prefs  with  warmth  my 
return  to  England,  though  it  would  put 
an  eternal  bar  between  us  :  ycu  give  rea- 
fons  which,  though  the  underftanding 
may  approve,  the  heart  abhors  :  can  am- 
bition come  in  competition  with  tender- 
nefs  ?  you  fancy  yourfelf  generous,  when 
you  are  only  indifferent.  Infenfibie  girl ! 
you  know  nothing  of  love. 

Write  to  me  inftantly,  and  tell  me  every 
emotion  of  your  foul,  for  I  tremble  at  the 
idea  that  your  affection  is  lefs  lively  than 
mine. 


Adieu  !  I  am  wretched  till  I  hear  from 
you.  Is  it  porTible,  my  Emily,  you  can 
have  ceafed  to  love  him,  who,  as  you 

yourfelf 
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yourfelf  own,  fees  no  other  object  than 
you  in  the  univerfe  ? 

Adieu!  Yours, 

Ed.  Rivers^ 

You  know  not  the  heart  of  your 
Rivers,  if  you  fuppofe  it  capable 
of  any  ambition  but  that  dear  one 
of  being  beloved  by  you. 

What  have  you  faid,  my  dear  Emily  ? 
You  will  not  marry  me  in  Canada.  You 
have  parTed  a  hard,.fentence  on  me  : 
you  know  my  fortune  will  not  al- 
low me  to  marry  you  in  England. 
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